In 1927 this copy was rebound 
at the British Museum in one 
volume. From the appearance of 
the marbled edges it seems Likely 
that it had been bound in one 
volume from a considerably era 


period. 


When the book was bound onee 

more in two volumes in 1953, he 
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The majority of the following poems are to be 
considered as experiments. They were written 
chiefly with a view to ascertain how far the Jan- 
guage of conyersation in the middle and lower 
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| gaudiness and inane phraseology of many modern 
* writers, if they persist in reading this book to its 

| conclusion, will perhaps frequently have to 
78 ſtruggle with feelings of ſtrangeness and auk- 
be. 8 wardness: they will look round for poetry, and 
| ' oven be induced to enquire by what species of 
mmer these 8 can be permitted, tg 
= assume that title. It is desirable that such 
readers, for their own cakes, should not suffer 
3 the solitary word Poetry, a word of very disputed 
=—_ meaning, to stand i in the way of their gratifica- 
= - tion; but that, while they are perusing this 
bock, they chonld alk themselves if it contains a 
2 natural delineation of human paſſions, human 
. a 5 character, and human incidents; and if the 
—_— answer be favorable to the author's wishes, that 
bey should congent to be pleased in ite of that 
wol dreadful enemy to our pleazures, our own 
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appear to them, that wishing to avoid the pre- 
valent fault of the day, the author has sometimes 
descended too low, and that many of his expres 
zions are too familiar, and not of sufficient g. 
nity. It is app hendet this whe 2 
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mentioned not with 80 en 2 purpose 
as to prevent the most inexperienced reader 
from judging for himself; but merely to temper 


K the rashness of decision, and to suggest that if 


poetry be a subject on which much time has not 
been bestowed, the judgment may be erroneous, 


OG in many cases it . will be so. 
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The tale of Goody Blake aud Harry Gillis 
founded on a well-authenticated fact which hap- 


| pened in Warwickſhire. Of the other poems in 


the colleQion, it m be proper to say that they 


are Either absolute 1 inventions of the author, or 


facts which took place within his personal obser- 
vation or that of his ends. The poem of the 


supposed to be spoken in the author's own per- 
son: the character of the loquacious narrator will 


_ ſufficiently ahew itself in the course of the ſtory. 
The Rime of the Ancyent Marinere was profes- 
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sedly written in imitation of the 5:y/c, as well as: 
of the spirit of the elder poets ; but with a few 
exceptions, the Author believes that the lan- 
guage adopted in it has been equally intelligible- 
for these three last centuries. The lines entitled 
Expostulation and Reply, and those which 


follow, arose out of conversation with a friend 


who was somewhat unreasonably attached to, 


modern books of moral philosophy. E 2 1 
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ARGUMENT. 
How a Ship having pased the Line was driven by 
Storms to the cold Country towards the South Pole ; 
and bow from thence she made her course to the 
tropical Latitude of the Great Pacific Orcan ; and 
of the strange things that befell; and in what 
manner the Ancyent Marinere came back to his 
own Country. 
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“By thy long grey beard and thy glittering eye . 
Now wherefare atoppest me?? oY 


The Bridegroom's doors are open d 
The Guests are met. the Feast is ſet, " 
May st hear the merry din. 
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Bat still he holds the wedding- guest 
8B | 3 > There was a Ship, quoth he— 8 
V Nay, if thou'st got a laughsome tale, 

« Marinere l eome with mm. 
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He holds bim with his skinny hand, : 
Quoth he, there was a Ship— = 
Now get thee hence, thou grey-beard Loon! ; 


Or my Staff sball make theeskip. - : 
And listens like a three year's child; © 


He cannot chuse bat her: 
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Merrily did we 2 3 

Below the Kirk, beloy n, 

Below the I ouse top. 
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Out of the Sea came | 

And he shone bright, and on the ngbt 
Went down into the Sea. 
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Till over the mast at noon— e 
The wedding-gueat here beat his breast, 
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For he heard the loud bazsoon. 
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The Bride hath pac'd into the Hal. 


Red as a rose is she; in 
Nodding their heads before her goes. . 
The merry Minstralsy. 
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The wedding - guest he beat bis breast, 

Vet he cannot chuge but hear: 
; And thus spake on that aneyent Man, 1 
The bright-eyed Mariner. 


Listen, Stranger ! Storm and Wind, 
A Wind and Tempest strong 

For days and weeks it play d us freaks— | 
Lats Chaff we droye along. 


Listen, Al Mist and Snow, 
And it grew wond'rous cauld : 

And Ice mast-high came floating r 
As en as Emerauld. | 


And thro' the drifts the ſnowy clifts 
Did send a dismal sheen; 
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The Ice was here, the Ice was there, 
The Ice was all around: 5 

It crack d od growl'd, and Ry and bovra— 

Like noises of a nd. 


At length did cross an Albatross, 
Thorough the Fog it came 

And an it were a Christian Soul, 
We haild it in God's name. 


The Marineres gave it biscuit- worms, 
And round and round it flew : 

The Ice did split with a Thunder-fit ; 
The Helmsman steer'd us thro”. 


And a good south wind sprung up behind, 
The Albatross did follow; 

And every day for food or play 

Came to the Marinere's hollo 
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The Sun eame up upon the right, 
Out of the Sea came he; 
And broad as a weft upon the left 

Went down into the $6; 


And the good south wind still blew behind, 
But no sweet Bird did follo = 
Ne any day for food or play 
Came to the Maritier&s hehe! 


And I had done an bellish thing 
And it would work em wor; 

For all averr'd, I had kill'd the Bird 
That made the Breeze to blow. 
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Ne dim ne red, like God's own head, 
6. The glorious Sun uprist: 

Then all averr'd, Thad kill'd the Bird 
That brought the fog and mist. 0 . 
| "Twas right, said they, such birds . 
6 T kat bring the fog and mist. 
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The breezes blew, the white foam flew; 
The furrow follow'd free : 
We were the first that ever burst. e 
| Into that silent Sea. 
1 | Hobs dropt the — the Sails dropt down 
| Twas sad as sad could be | 
And we did speak only to break 1 1 
The silence of the Sea. N $5 hol 
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All in a hot and copper Ek 7 
The bloody sun at noon, . 
Right up above the mast did stand, 
No bigger than the 1 


Day after day, day after day, FP 


We stuck, ne breath ne motion, 1 13 
As idle as a painted Shir 


Upon a painted Ocean, 


Water, water, every & tn 
And all the boards did $brink ; 
Water, water, every "hors, 
Ne any drop to drink. 
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The very deeps did rot : 0 che 
That ever this should be! 


Vea, slimy things did crawl with logs” 


Upon the ding Sea. 
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About, about, in reel and rout. | | 
| I be Death-fires danc d at night; 
> be water, like a witch's oils, 

Burt green and blue and white. 
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B Of the Spirit that plagued us 20 
Nine fathom deep he had follow'd us 
From the Land of Mist and Snow, 
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And every tongue thro utter drouth 
| Was wither'd at the root; 
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We had been choked with soot. 


Ah wel-a;day ! what evil looks - 

| Had I from old and young 3 
Instead of the Cross the Albatross 
About my neck was hung. 


We could not spęak no more than if 
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Saw a something in the Sky «rh 
| No bigger than my fist; 
| At first it seem d a little peck 
And then it seem d a mist: 2 of 

It mov'd and mov d, and took at last | | 
A certain shape, I wist. il 


A speck, a mist, a shape, I wist! 
And still it nerd and ner dl-/ / 

And, an it dodg'd a water-sprite, 

It plung'd and tack d and veer d. 


With throat unslack d, with black lips bak 
a Ne could we laugh, ne wail : 
Then while thro” drouth all dumb they xtoo 
I bit my arm and suck d the blood 
And ery'd, A sail l a gail! 


With throat analack'd, with black Bos bak 
Agape they heard me call: 

Gramercy ! they for joy did grin © 

And all at once their breath drew in 
As they were drinking all, 
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She doth not tack from side to side= © 
Hither to work us weal 
Withouten wind, withouten tids © 3 
: She steddies with Wer 
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The western wave was all a flame, {3 
The day was well nigh done! 
Almost upon the western wave 
Rested the broad bright Sun; 
When that strange shape drove suddenly 
Betwixt us and the un. — 
And strait the Sun was fleck d with bars 
(Heaven's mother send us grace/ 
As if thro a dungeon grate he peer | | 
With broad and burning face. 
Alas! (thought I, and my heart beat loud) : 
How fast she neres and neres N 
Are those her Sails that glance in the Sun ; 
Like restless gossameres ? - : / 70 | 
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| With throat unslack'd, with black lips bak 
Ne could we laugh, ne wail: 
_ Then while thro "drouth all dumb they 440% 
I bit my arm and suck d the blood K 
And cry'd, A gail F a gail 1 
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; With throat unslack d, with black lips bai 
Agape they heard mne in : wn 
Gramerey! they for joy did griin 

And all at onch their breath drew'in 
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As they were drinking all. 
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She doth not-tack from side to si- 
Hither to work us weal 
Withouten wind, withouten tide * £6 OS 
: _ _ _ She 8teddies with upright keel. 
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The western wave was all a flame, 135 
The day was well nigh done! 

Almost upon the western wave 
Rested the broad bright Sun; 

When that strange shape drove suddenly 
Betwixt us and the Sunn. 


And strait the Sun was fleck d with bars 
(Heaven's mother send us grace/ 

As if thro a dungeon grate he peer | | | 
| With broad and burning face. 


Alas ! (thought I, and my heart beat loud) 
How fast she neres and neres 

Are those Ber Sails that glance in the Sun 
Like restless gossameres?s?s? " 


Are chose Ber naked ribs, which fleck's | 
The sun that did behind them peer? 
And are those two all, all the crew, A 

That woman and ber fleshless Pheere? 
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Eis bones were black with many a crack, 
All black and bare, I ween ; 
Jet-black-and bare, save where with rust 
Of mouldy damps and eharnel crust 
They re patch'd with purple and green. 


eg live are red, Ber looks are free, 
Her locks are yellow as gold: 
Her skin is as white as leprosy, 
And she is far liker Death than he; 
Her flesh makes the still air cold. 
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The naked Hulk alongside came 
And the Twain were playing dice; 

« The Game is done | I've won, I've won!“ 
Quoth she, and whistled thrice. 
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A gust of wind sterte up behind 


And whistled thro his bones; 
Thro the holes of his eyes and the hole of his mouth 
Half-whistles and balf-groans. 


With never a whisper in the Sea 
Oft darts the Spectre- ſhip; 
While clombe above the Eastern bar 
The horned Moon, with one bright Star 


Almost atween the tips. } 
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One after one by the horned Moon © 

(Listen. 0 Stranger ! to me) ts 

Each turn d his face with a ghastly pang 
And curs'd me with his ee. 


Four times fifty living men, 


With never a sigh or groan, 
With heavy thump, a lifeless lump. 
They dropp'd down one by one. 
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Their ſouls did from their bodies fly,— 
They fled to bliss or woez | 

And every soul it pass'd me by, Ed: 

Like the whiz of my Cross-bow. 
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I fear thee, ancyent Marinere | 

« fear thy skinny hand; | 
* And thou art long and lank and brown 
« As is the ribb'd Sea- sand. 


I fear thee and thy glittering eye 


« And thy skinny hand 80 brown— 
ear not, fear not, thou wedding guest! | Y 
This body dropt not down. 
Alone, alone, all all alone $50 
Alone on the wide wide Sea; 


nd Christ would take no pity on 
My soul in agony. 


The many men 80 beautiful, 
And they all dead did lie ! 

And a million million flimy things 
Liv'd on—and so did I. 


I look'd upon the rotting Sea, 
And drew my eyes away; 
J look d upon the eldritch deck, 
And there the dead men lay. 
I look d to Heaven, and try d to pray; 
But or ever a prayer had gusht, 
A wicked whisper came and made 
My heart as dry as dust. | 


. 


I clos'd my lids and kept them close, 
Till the balls like pulses beat; 
For the sky and the sea, and the sea * e 
Lay like a load on my weary eye, 
And the dead were at my feet. 
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Te cold sweat melted from their limbs, 
Ne rot, ne reek did they; a 
The look with which they look'd on me, 
Had never pass d away. | 


An orphan's curse would drag to Hell 

| A spirit from on high : 

| But O! more horrible than that 

Is the curse in a dead man's eye 

Seven days, seven nights I'saw that curse, 
And yet I could not die. 


The moving Moon went up the sky 
And no where did abide : 

Softly she was going up 
And a star or two beſide— 
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Her beams bewook'd the ealtey md 
Like morning frosts yspread ; 5 
But where the sbip's huge shadow yy 
The charmed water burnt alway © 

A still and awful red. 
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Beyond the shadow of the ship 
I watch'd the water-snakes : 
They mov'd in tracks of shining white; 
And when they rear'd, the elfish light 
Fell off in hoary flakes. 


Within the shadow of the ship - 

I watch'd their rich attire : 
Blue, glossy green, and velvet black 
They coil'd and warn; and every track 
Was a flash of golden fire. 


- 


. happy living things! no tongue 
Their beauty might declare: 
spring of love gusht from my heart, 
And I bless d them unaware ! 

dure my kind saint took pity on me, 
And I bless'd them unaware. 


The self-same moment 1 could pray ; 

And from my neck so free | 
he Albatross fell off, and sank 
Like lead into the sea. 
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O 8leep, it is a gentle thing 3 


Beloy'd from pole to pole! - 
To Mary- queen the praise be yeven to 1 
She sent the gentle sleep from hearen i 
That slid into my soul. — n 


oc 


The silly buckets on the deck 3 1 0 
That had so long remain d, = F 

I dreamt that they were fill d with dew 
And when I awoke it rain d. | 
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My lips were wet, my throat was cold, 
My garments all were dank ; 

Sure I had drunken in my dreams 
And still my body drank. 
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I mov'd and could not feel my imba, 

I was 80 light, almost | 

I thought that I had died in sleep, 
And was a blessed Ghost. 

The roaring wind! it roars far off, 
It did not come anear 3 

But with its sound it shook the fails 

That were so thin and sere. 
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The upper air bursts into life, 

And a hundred fire- flags sheen 
Jo and fro they are hurried about; 
And to and fro, and in and out 

The stars dance on between. 


The coming wind doth roar more loud; © 

I be sails do sigh, like edge: 
The rain pours down from one black clout © 

And the Moon is at its edge. 
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Hark ! bark ! the thick black cloud is dei; WM 
And the Moon is at its side: 
Like waters shot from some high crag, 
The lightning falls with never a jag 
A river steep and wide. - 


The strong wind reach d the ship: it roard 
And dropp'd down, like a stone! 

Beneath the lightning and the moon 
The dead men gave a groan. ; 


They groan'd, they stirr'd, they all uprose, 
Ne spake, ne moy'd their eyes: 

It had been strange, even in a dream 
To have seen those dead men rise. 


The helmsman steerd, the ship moy'd on; 
Vet never a breeze up-blew ; . 

The Marineres all gan work the ropes, 
Where they were wont to do: 
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They rais d their limbs like lifeless tools— | 
We were a ghastly crew. - | 
The body of my brother's son 9 
Stood by me knee to knee: b 1 
The body and J pull'd at one rope, | 
But he said nought to me ; 
And I quak'd to think of my own voice | 5 
How frightful it would be t | 


The day-light dawn'd—they dropp'd their arms, 
And cluster'd round the mast : Ry 

Sweet sounds rose slowly thro' their months 
And from their bodies pass C0. 


Around, around, flew each sweet sound, | 
Then darted to the sun: l 

Slowly the sounds came back again 
Now mix'd, now one by one, 
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A pleasant noise till noounn, 


Sometimes a andy from the ar 
I heard the Lavrock sing 
Sometimes all little birds that are 
How they seem d to fill the sea and air 
With their sweet PO N 
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And now 'twas like all 1 
Now like a{lonely flute; = 

And now it is an angel's song 
That makes the heavens be mute. 


It ceas d: yet still the sails made on 


A noise like of a hidden broox 
In the leafy month of June, 

That to the fleeping woods all 90 1 
Singeth a quiet tune. 
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isten, O listen, thou Wedding- guest! 
0 Marinere ! thou hast thy will e 
k For that, which comes out of thine eye; doth a 
« My body and cal to be will" 


Jever sadder tale was toll 
To a man of woman born: N 
Sadder and wiser thou wedding · guest 8 
Thou'lt rise to morrow morn. 


Never sadder tale was heard | 
By a man of woman born : . 1 
The Marineres all return d to work i 
As silent as beforne. 
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The Marineres all gan pull the ropes, 

But look at me they mold: I ö 
Thought I, I am as thin as air 

They cannot me behold. 
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Till noon we silently sail'd-on/' © WP 
5 | Yet never a breeze did breatbe?: WY © 
Slowly and smoothly went the shi? ah . 
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| Under the keel nine fathom deep 
po From the land of mist and anow 
The spirit slid: and it was He 
| That made the Ship to go. 4 
— The sails at noon left off their tune 
OY And the Ship stood still also. 5 
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„„ TT right up above the mast 
N Had fix d her to the ocean: a 15. 
But in a minute she gan stir 
With a short uneasy motion © 
Ex. Backwards and forwards half her w_ 
With a short uneney motion. 


Then, like a pawing horse let go B 
| She made a sudden oem?! 

t flung the blood into my | | 2 at the 
And I fell into a ound. 


How long in that same fit I lay, 
I have not to declare; 

gut ere my living life return d, 
heard and in my soul discern d 


Two voices in the air, 


js it he? quoth one, © Is this the man ? 
„By him who died on cross, 

WV ith his cruel bow he lay'd full low 
uc harmless Albatross. 


' The spirit who bideth by himself 
In the land of mist and snow, 

He low d the bird that low d the man 
* Who shot him with his bow. 
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Z « But tell me, tell mel speak again, 
| Thy soft response rene wing 


© What makes that ahip drive on so fast? 


 - What is the Ocean doing?: 
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_ S:coxy Vorn r 
Still as a Slave before his Lord, 
WW © Thc Ocean bath no blatt: 


His great bright eye most si : 


Vp to the moon is cast— 
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*If he may know which way to go, 
For ſhe guides him smooth or grim. 

« See, brother, ses!-how-graciously 
« She looketh down on him, 
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FixsT Voice. 'Þ 

But why drives on that ship so fact I : * 
25 Withouten wave or wind dit; 136k 5 
_ -  SneonDr: ww 14-4. 

*The air is cut away Ro 1 
* And loses —— = 


« Fly, brother, fly ® more wa, mocks 
*« Or we ſhall be belated: 

For slow and slow that ab go, 5 
e When the Marinere's trance is abated, 


27 
J woke, n dif: > 
As in a gentle weather: , 
"Twas night, calm night, the moon wkighz ; 
The dead men Stood 2 


All stood a on the FR 
= For a charnel-dungeon fitter: 

Jul 6x'd an me their tung hs ᷑ — > 
iin che moon did glitter. 


The pang, the curse, with which they died, 
Had never pass d away: 
could not draw my een from theirs 1 


Ne turn them up to pray. 


And in its time the ell was snapt, 5 
And I could move my een: | 
1 look'd far-forth, but little saw 
Of what might else be seen. 
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3 | 
Like one, that on a lonely road 
| Because he knows, a frightful fiend 
0 | Doth close behind him tread,” , 
1 . 3 DE Te by 3 
But soon thete breath d a wind on me | 
Ne sound ne motion made 
Its path was not upon the sea 
In ripple or in shade. n N 
2 e e a8 i e 
| It rais'd my hair, it-fann'd my cheek)” 
Like a meadow-gale fs = 
It mingled ſtrangely with my fears, 1 
Yet it felt like a welcoming: + © nn: 
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And on the bay the moon light lay, 
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I tur d my head 3 in _ n dread, 
: | al 73 436 HR 
And by the holy food, a 
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The moonlight bay was, white al 0 
Till rising from the same, 4 
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Fall many shapes, that sbadows Wers, 


Li ke as of torches s came. 
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A little distance from the pro- 
Those dark-red badows were; 
But soon I 8a that wy own fles h 
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Was * as in a a glare. 
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The bodies haT's 
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They lifted np their ſtiff right arms, 


And each right-arm burut arab web; 
A torch that's borne upright. ”' ach ba. 5 


Their stony eye dalle glitter d on 111. 
In the red and smoky light. 
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pray'd and turn'd my bead away” 
Forth looking as before. {ty dl 
here was no breeze upon the bay, A 
No wave against the shore. 


be rock ſhone bright, the kirk no less 
That stands above the rock: | 

The moonlight steep'd in silentness N . : 
| The steady weathercock.' | 


nd the bay was white with Silent right, 

| Till rising from the same 

Full many shapes, that shadows were, 9 7 

In crimson colours came. * | = . 


\ little distance from the pr 
I hose crimson shadows were: 

urn · d my eyes upon the deck — "i 
O Chriſt! what saw I there? 2 
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Each corse lay flat, lifeleſs and flat; 
And by the Holy rood 
A man all light, a Mn Fs 
2 On every corse there bod. 


This seraph- band, each way'd his hand: 
It was a heavenly sight: 12 
They stood gs signals to the land, 
Each one a lovely light: 
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This seraph- band, each way d his hand, 

No voice did they impart—- "Ip 

| No voice; but O I, the een anglais = 

| | Like music on my heart. 1 Ans 2 


Eftsones I heard the dach of or, 
: My head was turn'd perforce away. 
And I saw a boat appear. „ E 
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hen vanish'd all the lovely lights; 
The bodies rose anew : 

With silent pace, each to his ads 

Came back the ghastly crew. 


The pilot, and the pilet's boy 
I beard them coming fast: 


The dead men could not blast. 


SAW a third—1 heard his voice: 
It is the Hermit good! 
e ſingeth loud his godly hymns 
That he makes in the wood. its 
ell shrieve my soul, he'll wash r 
The Albatross s blood. 


he wind, that shade nor motion made, 
2 On me alone it blew. 


Dear Lord in Heaven! it was a joy, 


3 
3 
1,4 
—_—_ 
* 
0 


in 

"Ra 
Ws * 
Wag I 
* 
* > 
- 

"we 


ves 


- 
1 


This Hermit 


2 
3 


45 


2 


WES 8 
. 


P | | . 8 
1 
LY 
op. 7 8 
M8 


- 


sweet voice he 
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ves to talk with Marit 


That come from a far Contrte, 


He lo 
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He kneels at morn 
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He hath à cushion plump 
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that wholly hides 
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he Skitf-boat ne rd: I heard them talk, 
| « Why, this is strange, I trow- !? 
| Where are those lighis so many and fair 
« That signal made but h] : 


Strange, by my faith l the Hermit said— 
| « And they answer d not our cherr. | 
The planks look warp d, and ses those nls 
How thin they are and sere! | 


I never saw aught like to them 


Unless perchanee it were 


The skeletons of leaves that lag 
My forest brook along: 
When the Ivy-tod is heavy with snow, 
And the Owlet whodps to the wolf below 
| © That eats the she-wolf's young. 
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Under the water it 
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(The Pilot 
Still louder and more dread : 


he Boat came cl 
But I ne spake 
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« Dear Lord | it 
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The Ship went « 
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Stunn'd by that loud and dreadful\wand 


Smote 2 : 


Like one that hath been seven days d 


My body lay afloat : 


t, swift as 3 myself I found © 25 
: hin the F : = 
don the whirl, where sank the TX 
ze boat spun round and round: 
pd all was still, save that zn . 2 1 | 
nov'd my lips: the Pilot shriek d 
And fell down in a fit. 


he Holy Hermit rais'd his eyes | 
And pray'd where he did tit. | 


ol the oars : the Pilot's boy, 
7 Who now doth crazy go, 25 | 
jugh'd loud and long, and all the while ; | 
His eyes went to and fro, | = 
2! ha?” quoth he“ Full plain I 1 N 1 
* The devil knows how to row. | 
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The Hermit stepp'd forth Fs the; 55 
And scarcely he cor 
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1.0 chrieve me, ahve me, e Man 
The Hermit cross d his brow- -: 
« Say quick, quoth he, I bid thee w 
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With a wank aria. Ky 
Which forc'd me to deck my 1 
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Since then at an | uncertain hour, 
Now oftimes and now fewer, Ee 

That anguish comes and makes me tell 
My B aventure. 
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1 | dass, like night, from land to land; | 
4 WW] have strange power of speech); ©, 
oo the man that must hear me; . | 
E. To him my tale I teach. ” Il 


re Wedding-guests are there; | 
: | t in the Garden · bower the Bride | 

aud Bride-maids singing are = 
d hark the little Vesper-bell - 2 . = 
Which biddeth me to prayer. 


bat loud uproar bursts from that door | | 
b 


Wedding-guest ! this soul hath ben | 
Llone on a wide wide see: „ 
onely twas, that God himself | | | | f | 
carce seemed there to be. _ 


| | 9 ; 
To walk together to the Kirk 


» | | | | | 


| "BY > Io walk together to the Kirk 
5 i And all together pray, 5 _ 
While each to his great father bends, 


Old men, and babes, and loving friend, Wi 
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And Youths, and Maidens gay. | | 
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Parewell, farewell ! but this I tell 
= += 1 Po thee, this wedding - guest 5 
Hoe prayeth well who loveth well, 
Ip Both man and bird and beast. 


He prayeth best who loveth best, 
All things both great and small; 
For the dear God, who loveth us, 
He made and loveth all. = 
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1 he Marinere, whose eye is bright, 
Whose beard with age is hoar, 
Is gone; and now the wedding - guest 
Turn'd from the bridegroom's door. 


e went, like one that hath been stunn'd 
And is of sense forlorn: 


\ sadder and a wiser man 


He rose the morrow morn. 


2% 
* 


— 


N 


3 


4 


— — 8 5 222 * * 5 — * OR" or I 7 


NS as 7 waz" 1 3 ne 22 
1 Wort 4 n 5 * \ A * * * 1 SISA 9 
by i „ 


| THE 


35 8 
* 
_ > 
3 
— 
* 
JEN 
* 
3 
os 
W xr * 
* 
3 Ty * 
. 4 
- 
* 
* 
= J 
. FR 
a. 
* 
. 
i 

[CLI 


r 


FOSTER- MOTHER'S NE ts 


A DRAMATIC FRAGMENT. | „ 


FOSTER-MOTHER. 
saw the man whom you describe. 


MARIA. 
ange! he spake of you familiarly 
e and Alberts common Foster-mother. 


FOSTER-MOTHER. 


exings on the man, whoe'er he be, 
oed your names with mine | O my sweet lady, 
WT: 25 I think of those dear times „ 
oo little ones would stand at ere is 5 
| a side of my chair, and make me learn 12555 
bad learnt in the day ; and how to talk 


In gentle phrase, then bid me sing to you— 2 
Tis more like heaven to come than what i ben i ; 
_ - MARIA... . : 446i 
O my dear Mother this strange man bx left me 
| Troubled with wilder fancies, than the moon 
Breeds i in the love-sick maid who gazes at it, 
Till lost in inward vision, with wet eye 
She idly \—Bat that entrance, Mother! 


' FOSTER-MOTHER,/' © e 1 
Can no one have ? It is a perilous tale ! Nee 
No one. 9 _ 
5 FOSTER-MOTHER 5 


* 


My busband's father told it me, 1 5 
Poor old Leoni Angels rest his soul 5 | 0 
He was a woodman, and could fell and. 4 
With lusty arm. You know that huge roupdh 
Which props the Langing wall of the old chapel 
Beneath that tree, while yet it was a tree q: 


0 


found a baby wrapt in mosses, lined 
> thistle-beards, and such mall locks of wo 
1ang on brambles. Well, he brought him home, 
| reared him at the then Lord Velez cost. 
s 5 the babe grew up a pretty bo, 
Pretty boy, but most unteachable— 
d never learnt a prayer, nor told a bead, 
knew the names of birds, and mocked their notes, 
| whistled, as he were a bird himself: | | 


all the autumn twas his only play 
ee the seeds of wild flowers, and to plant them | 
b carth and water, on the stumps of trees. | 

riar, who gathered simples in the wood, | 


Wrcy-haired man—he loved this little boy, 
boy loved him—and, when the Friar taught him, 
soon could write with the pen: and from that time, 
ed chiefly at the Convent or the Castle. 

he became a very learned youth. 

Oh! poor wretch be read, and read, and oh” 

U his brain turned and ere his twentieth year, 


He had unlawful thoughts of many a * 
And though he prayed, he never loved why 1 
With holy men, nor in a holy place—' -- 
But yet his speech, it was so soft and sweet, 
The late Lord Velez ne er was wearied with him, „ 
And once, as by the north side of the Chapel 
They stood together, chained in deep discours, 
The earth heaved under them with such a groan, Wl 
That the wall tottered, and had well-nigh fallen f 
Right on their heads. My Lord was sorely frighta_ 
A fever geized him, and he made confession 
Of all the heretical and lawless talk : 
Which brought this judgment: so the youth will 
And cast into that hole. My husband s father 
Sobbed like a child it almost broke his heart: 
And once as he was working in | the cellar, 
He heard a voice distinctly; 'twas the youths, 
Who sung a doleful song about green fields, 
How sweet it were on lake or wild savannah, 
To hunt for food, and be a naked man, 


10 


1 wander up and down at liberty. © © 
always doted on the youth, and now - 
love grew desperate; and defying death, 
made that cunning entrance I described: 
{ the young man escaped. 


MARIA. 


"Tis a sweet tale: 
as would lull a listening child to sleep, 
rosy face besoiled with unwiped tears. 
| what became of him ? 

FOSTER-MOTHER. 

He went on ship- board 

h those bold voyagers, who made discovery 
golden lands. Leoni's younger brother ; 
t likewise, and when he returned to Spain, 
told Leoni, that the poor mad youth, 
n after they arrived in that new world, 
pite of his dissuasion, seized a boat, 
L all alone, set sail by silent moonlight = 
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And ne er was heard of more : but 
He lived and died among the savage men. 
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LINES > * 1 
LEFT UPON A SEAT IN Sen 
A YEW-TREE 
FHICH STANDS NEAR THE LAKE oF BSTHWA E. 


ON A DESOLATE PART OP THE SHORE, © 


YET COMMANDING A BEAUTIFUL PROSPECT. © 


Nay, Traveller! rest. This lonely yew-tree stands — 
from all human dwelling : what if here 9 | | 

o sparkling rivulet spread the verdant herb; 

hat if these barren boughs the bee not love 

t, if the wind breathe soft, the curling waves, = 

nat break against the shore, shall lull thy mins 9 
one soft impulse saved from vacanexg. 
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bat piled these stones, and with the mossy Fg 


; | \ f 
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first covered o'er, and tight this aged tree, 
Now wild, to bend its arms in circling ahade, 

I well remember. He was one who own'd | 
No common soul. In youth, by genius nurgd, 
And big with lofty views, he to the world 
Went forth, pure in his heart, against the taint 
Of dissolute tongues, 'gainst jealousy, and hate, 
And scorn, against all enemies prepared, 
All but neglect: and so, his spirit damped 

At once, with rash disdain he turned away, 

And with the food of pride sustained his Soul 

In solitude.—Stranger ! these gloomy boughs 
Had charms for him; ; and here he loved to 4 
His only visitants a straggling sheep, 1 
The stone- chat, or the glancing and piper z ; 

And on these barren rocks, with juniper, 

And heath, and thistle, thinly sprinkled o'er, 
Fixing his downward eye, he many an hour 

A morbid pleasure nourished; tracing here 
An emblem of bis own unfruitful life: * 
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d lifting up his head, he then would gaze 
the more distant scene; how lovely tis 
jou scest, and he would gaze till it became: 
WT; loyelicr, and his heart could not sustain- 
beauty still more beauteous, Nor, that time, 
oold he forget those beings, to whose minds, 
am from the labours of benevolence, : 
e world, and man himself, appeared a scene 
kindred loveliness : then he would Sigh 
ith mournful joy, to think that others felt 
hat he must never feel: and so, lost man 1 
n visionary views would fancy feed, | 
ll his eye streamed with tears. In this deep vale 
died, this seat his only monument. 


thou be one whose heart the holy forms 

young imagination have kept pure, 

anger! henceforth be warned; and know, that pride, 
owe er disguised in its own majesty, 

littleness; that he, who feels contempt 


e 


In lowliness of heart. 225 
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=. For any living thing, hath faculties 5 
| Which be has vever wed; that thoughts with k 
. Is in i its infancy. The man, whose eye 
| 1s ever on himself, doth look on one, ; 
The least of nature's works, one who might my 
The wise man. to that corn which wisdom bal 
| Unlawful, eyer. O, be wiser thou! 
Instructed that true knowledge leads to loye, 
True dignity abides with bim alone 
Who, in the silent hour of inward thought, 
Caan still suspect, and still revere himself, 
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THE NIGHTINGALES 
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covyERSATIONAL POEM, WRITTEN IN APRIL, 
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ond, no relique of the sunken day 
nguishes the West, no long thin alip 
llen Light, no obscure trembling hues. EE 
e, we will rest on this old mozy Bridge:?! 
see the glimmer of the stream beneath, 3 8 1 4 
hear no murmuring : it flows gilently . 
its soft bed of verdure. All is still, 
amy night | and tho' the stars be dim, ee : 
jet us think upon the vernal showers 1 2 

It gladden the green earth, _ we _ 4 
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A pleasure in the dimness of the stars. 
And hark! the Nightingale begins its song 
Most musical, most melancholy”* Bird! 
A melancholy Bird ? O idle thought ! 
In nature there is nothing melancholy. 
But some night-wandering Man, whose heartwyj 
With the remembra nce of a grievous wrong, 
Or slow distemper or neglected love, 

(And so, poor Wretch ! fill'd all things with hin 
And made all gentle sounds tell back the tale 
Of his own sorrows) he 4nd such as he 
First nam'd these notes a melancholy oaks. 
And many a poet echoes the conceit, 


Ce Most musical, most melancholy.” This passage in MW 
possesses an excellence far superior to that of mere desert 
it is spoken in the character of the melancholy Man, * 
therefore a dramatic propriety. The Author makes this re 
to rescue himself from the charge of having alluded with 
to a line in Milton: a charge than which none could bans 
painful to him, except perhaps that of dp ridiculed F 
Bible. : BW 


et, who bath been building up nn 
ben he had better far have stretch d * 8 
ide a brook in moss forest: dell! py 
zun or moonlight, to eddie | = 
shapes and sounds and shifting elements | hos 
endering his whole spirit, of his song 
] of his fame forgetful! go his fame 
uld share in nature's immortality, 
encrable thing | and $0 his 80ng 
zuld make all nature lovelier, and itself 
lord, like nature !—But 'twill not be 80; 
d youths and maidens most poetical - _ 


o lose the deep'ning twilights of the spring | 
: Iball-rooms and hot theatfes, they still 
of meck sympathy must heave their sighs 
Philomela's pity-pleading strains. 
Friend, and my Friend's Sister! we have Jeatnt 
lifferent lore : we may not thus profane 
ture's sweet voices always full of love 


* 
*% 3 — 


* 
= 


* Ate 
* * 3 


lien 


BY ; — 
» Ks 2 , 
5 6 
x 
. > 
TY 
þ * 
* _ 
_ 2. 
DB : © 
1 
5 2 
* 
D 4 
WW : : 
2 
_— So . 
& x 
. = 
\ 
r 
4 
_ : 
6. * 
7 Y 
2 E * 
N B 
8 
of 4 
\ - 
4 
* 
I * 
4 . 
: 
** 48 
* - 
* 
1 2 p 
4 — 7 
5 4 4 
7 . * 
< I 
o „ 
+2 
* ; £ 
3 0 - 
k * 
= 4 
© 1 
. . 
K 
M3 "x 
* 
2 „ 
3 
E 5 
” T2 Jy 
5 : F. 
a 18 
Y * 
1 
2 
I * 
5. 
Ly 
. 
* 3 
x - 7 
1 As: * 
E % : 
7 0 o 
* 4 
4 b 
1 
- 4 
# 
* 1 
- « . 
N . 
c * p 
3 
? 
* 
* 
x 4 . 7 6 
1 
* 
q 4 
e 2727 
1 4 
' S 
3s N 
7 $2 
74 
1 1 4 * 
4 2 
- =» : " 
AY 
* 
x 2 
S * 
0 
* 4 
81 
+ 3 
N 
5 — 
y 1 p * 
* 1 
"SR 
- 4 
#- 8 " 
=... 7 
1 as 
bh * 
1 
* — 
* by * 
1 ; : 
+ ”Y 
- 
1 [1 
1 A * 
3 
5 17 EY 
| 75 
: 
5 ® 
A B 
4 1 
© 25 
- 
' 


Tat eu and even; and precptntes 


Would be too short for him to utter for 
His love-chant, and digburthen his full zoul 
Of all its musie1 And I know groye 

| Of large extent, nenn 
Which the great lord inhabits not: and 80 
This grove is wild with tangling underwood, 
And the trim walks are broken up, and gras, 
Thin grass and king-cups grow within the patli 
But never elsewhere in one place I knew” 
So many Nightingales : and far and u 
In wood and thicket over the wide grove de” 
They answer and provoke each other's songs= 
With skirmish and capriciods pazagings, "” ” 
And murmurs musical and swift jug ug 
And one low piping sound more sweet than d 


— ps dats N 
e e eee N 
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ring the air with such an harmony, 1 
it hould yon close your eyes, you might al . 
WT xt it was not day! On moonlight Dushensn, 1 
e dewy leafits are bat half diselo d. 
| may perchance behold them on the twigs, 
cir bright, bright eyes, their eyes both bright and full, 
tning, while many a-glow-worm in the shade 
rhts up her love-torch. n 1 


A most gentle maid 
zo dwelleth in her hospitable home 
rd by the Castle, and at latest eve, 
ren like a Lady vow'd and dedicate 
something more than nature in the grove) 
des thro' the pathways; che knows all their notes, 
t gentle Maid! and oft, a moment's space, my 
et time the moon was lost behind a cloud. 
th heard a pause of silence: till the Moon 
erging, hath awaken'd earth and xy | 


Full fain it would delay me My deat _ 
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tes ind hes 
Have all burst forth in choral minstrelsy, 
As if one quick and sudden Gale had swept 
An hundred airy harps! And she hath watch 
Many a Nightingale perch giddilxx 
On blosmy twig still swinging from the 1 
And to that motion tune his wanton song, 
Like tipsy Joy that reels with tossing head, 


Farewell, O Warbler | till to-morrow eve, + | 
And you, my friends farewell, a short farewell 
We have been Joitering long and pleazantly, © 
And now for 'our dear homes .— That strain agil 
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Who, capable of no articulate sound, 
Mars all things with ee 
How he would place his hand beside his * 
His little hand, the small forefinger up, 
And bid us listen! And I deem it wise 185 
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ke him Nature's playmate, He knows well 
vening star: and once when he awoke 

xt distressful mood (some inward pain 

made up that strange thing, an infant's dream) 
ied with him to our orchard plot, 

he beholds the moon, and hush'd at once 

nds his sobs, and laughs most silently, | 

e his fair eyes that 8wam with undropt tears 
glitter in the yellow moon- beam! Well 

a father's tale. But if that Heaven 

d give me life, his childhood shall grow up 
liar with these songs, that with the night 

day associate Joy | Once more farewell, 
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t Nightingale! once more, my friends | farewell; 
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THE CIRCASSIAN LOVE CHANT, 
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t midnight, by the stream I rov'd © 
o forget the form I lov'd. 
nage of LE WTI! from my mind a 
part ; for LawT1 is not kind. 
he moon was high, the ens pane” 
And the shadow of a start 
[cay'd upon Tamaha's stream; 
But the rock shone brighter far. 
te rock half-sheltered from my view, | 
y pendent boughs of tressy yew.— | 
oshines my Lewr's forehead fair, 
dleaning thro' her sable hair. 
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Image of LewrT1! from my ming. 
Depart; for Lew: is not bins. . 
I saw a cloud of palest Be,, 


Onward to the moon it pass d. 


Still brighter and more bright it grew, 


With floating colours not a few, 
Till it reach'd the moon at last. 
Then the cloud was wholly bright, 
With a rich and amber light; 
And so with many a hope I geek, 


And with such joy I find my Ln ; 


And even so my pale wan cheek 
Drinks in as deep a flush A 


N ay, treach'rous image | leave my mind, | 


If L wer never will be kind. 


The little cloud —it floats away 


Away it goes—away so soon! 

Alas! it has no pow'r to stay: 

Its hues are dim, its hues are grey - 
Away it passes from the moon. 
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Joy mournfully it seems to fly, 
Erer fading more and more, 
o joyless regions of the C 

And now tis whiter than before, *. ©: 

s white as my poor cheek will be, * 
When, LewT1! on my conch Þ lie, 

dying man, for love of thee. e 
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lay, treach'rons image l leave my mind— 5 
nd yet thou didst not look unkind? = 
I saw a vapour in the sky, | x 
Thin and white and very high. 
ne er beheld so thin a clond=— „„ 
Perhaps the breezes that can fly- _ 

Now below, and now above, 8 
ave snatch'd aloft the law ny shroud 1 3 

Of lady fair, that died for love: 

For Maids, as well as Youths, have perish'd 

From fruitless love; too fondly cherish'd 1 

Nay, treach'rous image ! leave my mind — 
For LE wr never will be kind. 
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Hush ! my heedless feet from unter Dr. 
Slip the crumbling banks for n * 
Like echoes to a distant thunder, 


They plunge into the en al bi; 

The river-swans have heard my * 9h 

And startle from their reedy bed. 

O beauteous birds] methinks ye meagure | 
Your movements to some heay'nly tune! 

O beauteous birds! tis such a please 
To see you move beneath the n 


I would, it were your true delight 
To sleep by day and wake all night. 
1 know the place where Law: e * 
When silent night has clos d her A 
: It is a breezy jasmin bow'r, _ | 
The Nightingale sings oer her wy 
Had I the enviable pow'r - wo 


To creep unseen with noigeless 3 1 7 


Then should I view her bosom white, 15 
Heaving lovely to the sight, 
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As those two swans together heave 
)n the gently swelling wave. 

) that she saw me in a dream, 


Yet fair withal, as spirits are. 
d die indeed, if I might see 


I ee ee Ee Ce Eee Een, 
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0-morrow LREW TI may be kind. 
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And dreamt that I had died for care! 
All pale and wasted I would SEEM, | | 


er bosom heave, and heave for me ! 
oothe, gentle image | soothe my mind! 
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vent's side my Father's cottage stood, 
Woman thus her artless story told) | * 

feld, a flock, and what the neighbouring flood © 
plied, to him were more than mines of gold. ME 
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b thonghtless joy I stretch'd along the shore 
father's nets, or watched, when from the fall * 
ver the cliffs I led my fleecy store, 

7 depth below 1 his boat and twinkling car.” 
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it was my sleep; my days in transport eld: l 
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My father was a good and pious man, : 

5 An honest man by honest parents bred, 
And I believe that, soon as I began 
To lisp, he made me kneel beside my bed, 
And in his bearing there my prayers I Said; 
And afterwards, by my good father taught, 
1 read, and loved the books i in which I read; 


And 3 to my nin sweeter "Fn br our 


Can I © feng did „ 4 
My garden, stored wich pease, and mint, and tal 
And rose and lilhy for the abbath mom? ? 
The sahbath bells, and their deligbiſul chiue; il 
The gambals and wild freaks at ghearing time; 1h 
N hen's rich, neat though lang grass sche ll 1 
The gewalip- gathering at May's dewy prime: 


The swans, that, when I sought * waar, 


5 de bending body of my active s ire 5 
ch bes humnd, and hui by winter fey 
hen market-morning came, the neat attire 


Wit which, though bent on haste, myself I deck d; 
4 y watchful dog, whose starts of furious ire, 

'I en stranger passed, so often I have check d; ny 7 
3 te red-breast known for years, wand; casement 
ed. * 
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te suns of twenty summers danced along. 
11 little marked, how fast they rolled away : E 
ten rose a mansion proud our woods among, | 


ad cottage after cottage owned its sway, 
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IN joy to see a neighbouring house, or stray | 
\ 3 irough pastures not his own, the master took 3 
3 Father dared his greedy wish gainsay 3 

WF loved his old hereditary nook, 

WW il! could I the thought of such sad parting brook. 


| Till all his substance fell into decay. * 6-H 5 1 


To cruel i injuries 5 3 a edi 
Sore w in whate'er * ane We 


His little range of water was denied; x 
All but the bed where his old body layy. 
All, all was seized, and weeping, side by side, 
We . a home n we aninjured _ 


Can 1 forget that miserable hour, 
Wben from the last hill-top, my sire e 
Peering above the trees, the steeple tower, 


That on his marriage-day sweet music made? 
Till then he hoped his bones might there be laid 
Close by my mother i in their native bowers:. ö 
Bidding me trust in God, be stood and e 
I could not pray; through tears chat fell in shovh 
Glimmer'd our dear-loved home, alas ! no longer on 
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* Several of the Lakes in the north of England are let out to dien Fils! 
men, in parcels marked out by imaginary lines drawn ſrom rock de tock- 
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re was a youth whom'T bad Joved 3 N | 
Wh: when 1 loved him not I cannot say. 3 ; 
| | the green mountains many and many a ae J 
two had sung, like little birds in en fo F 
en we began to tire of childish play ' N | : 
scemed still more and more to prize each other: 5 
talked of marriage and our marriage day j | 
in truth did love him Ike a brother, © | l 
er could I hope to meet with such another. g | 


father said, that to a distant town 
ust repair, to ply the artist's trade. 
it tears of bitter grief till then unknown? / 

it tender vows our last sad kiss delayed! 

im we turned :—we had no other aid. | 

one revived, upon his neck I wept, 

her whom he had loved in joy, he said | : 
ell could love in grief: his faith be kept; N 
In a quiet home once more my father slept. 
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Three lovely infants lay upon my breast; af 
And often, viewing their sweet smiles, Isighel, Wi 
And knew not why. My happy father died | 
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Thrice happy | that from him the grave did hid: Wl 


When sad distress reduced the children's meal: | Y 


And tears that flowed for ills which patience cull 
not heal. | = 


2 * 


Twas a hard change, an evil time was come; Fr 
We had no hope, and no relief could gin. 
But soon, with proud parade, the noisy drum 
Beat round, to sweep the streets of want and pa 
My husband's arms now only served to strain 

Me and his children hungering in his views 
In such dismay my prayers and tears were ain: "i 
To join those miserable men he flew; ; Wi 
And now to the sea- coast, with numbers more, ve [ 
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e foul neglect for months and months we bore, 

yet the crowded fleet its anchor stirred. 5 | 
WE: ficds before us and our native shore, 

"I ver, from polluted air incurred, | 


b ly we wished, and wished away, nor knew, 85 
| that long sickness, and those hopes deferx d, 


t happier days we never more must view: 


*#* delay the summer calms were past. 

iT ps we drove, the equinoctial deep 
nountains-high before the howling blaſt. 
l with terror on the gloomy sleep 
em that perished in the whirlwind's weep, 
aht that soon such anguish must ensue, 
hopes auch harvest of afflitian rea, 
Ve the mercy of the waves should rue. 
reached the western world, a poor, devoted crew. 


ge was made, for eee * 
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In Want's most nn cave an ee 


Oh! dreadful price of being to _ _— 
All that is dear in being! better far = 


Or in the vircots and wits whars) prod Amex _ 55 
Better our dying bodies t6 6 obtrade, = 


Protract a curst existence, with the br 
Tg yOu very or) arte 


er. and pages tht ou eh 
Disease and famine, agony and fear, | 
In wood or wilderness, 5 i OI 
It would thy brain unsettle even to ber. 

All perished—21l, 1 
Husband and children! one by one by vnd 
And ravenous plague, all perished : every tear 
Dried up, despairing, decolate, on baht” 
A British ship I waked, 1 Hom a trans ntl 
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eful as some :comearurable Dial: ds pak 
the first beams of dawning light impreas'd, | 
ie calm sunshine slept the glittering main. 
very ocean has its hour of rest, 5 55 
comes not to the human n e 5 
jote from man, and storms of mortal care, 

eavenly silence did the waves invest; 

ked and looked along the silent air,, 
l it scemed to bring a joy to my despair.... 
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how unlike those late terrific sleeps! 

groans, that rage of racking famine apoke,... 
re looks inhuman dwelt on festering heaps! 
breathing pestilence that.rose like smoke! 
sbriek that from the distant battle broke! 
mine's dire earthquake, and the pallid host 
'en by the bomb's i incessant thunder-stroke _ As 
oathsome vaults, where heart - sick anguish. toas'd, 
e died, and fear itself in agony was lost! 


i * 


n 


. ER Ee es ee. 


e enn 


/ 


\ And Murder, by the ghastly gleatn, and Rape 


Dor weeks the balmy air breathed volt andil 


_The impatient mariner the sail unfurbd, 


Yet does that burst of woe cone nyt 1 
When the dark streets appeared to heaye aul q 
While like a sea the storming army came, 

And Fire from Hell reared his gigantic babe. 


Seized their joint prey, the mother and dhe chill 
But from these crazing thoughts my brain, e 


And on the gliding vessel Heaven and Oceana 


Some mighty gulph of separati . 
I seemed transported to another world |} 
A thought resigned with pain,” when fromitea 


And whistling, called the wind that hani et 
The silent sea. From the sweet thoughts of bod 
And from all hope I was forever hurled,  ] 
Was best, could I but shun the spot where mat 
come. 
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\ oft, robb'd of my perfect mind, I th 
last my feet a resting-place had found: 

e will I weep in peace, (so fancy wrought,) 

ming the illimitable waters round ; | : 

watch, of every human friend disowned, 

day, my ready tomb the ocean-flood— 

break my dream the vessel reached its bound : 

homeless near a thousand homes I stood, 5 be 
I near a thousand tables pined, and wanted food. 


Lief enfeebled was I turned adrift; 

z Ipless as sailor cast on degart rock; 

WI morscl to my mouth that day did lift, 

r dared my hand at any door to knock. 

7, where with his drowsy mates, the cock 
m the cross timber of an out-house hung; | 
v dismal tolled; that night, the city clock? | 
morn my sick heart hunger scarcely stung, | 1 
to the beggar's language could I frame my tongue. 


| 3 Grand another day,” and 50 the fits 
| : 'Then did I try, in vain, -the crowd's s resort, 
1 In deep despair by frightful wishes stirrd, 
Near the sea-side I reached a ruined farts 

There, pains which nature could no'more Supt 
With blindness linked, did on my vitalsfall; 
Dizzy my brain, with interruption shot 
Wi Ot hideous sense; T sunk, nor step could er i 
1 [i — was borng away to neighbouring A I 
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it | five tina food: but stil, my brain 
i Was weak, nor of the past had memory. 7 
heard my neighbours, in their beds, complain 
Of many things which never troubled me 
Of feet still bustling round with busy glee, W 
Oc looks where common kindness had nopatt, 
Ok cervicedone with careless cruelty, i 
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| Fretting the fever round the languid beat, 
3 And groans, which, as they said, would make 20 
man start. 
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things just served to stir the torpid sense, 
pin nor pity in my bosom raised. a 
ry, 
ed, again on open day I gazed, 

wes, men, and common light, athazed. 

nes I sought, and as the sun retired, 

vbere beneath the trees a faggot blazed; 

jild brood saw me weep, my fate enquired, 8 

| | ave me food, and rest, more welcome, more desired. 


nis touched to think that men like these, 

ee carth's tenants, were my first relief: ö 

- indly did they paint their vagrant ease 

teir long holiday that feared not grief, 

= bclonged to all, and each was chief. 

- ugh their ſinews strained; on grating road a 

Z Wi: they drove, and yet, the yellow sheaf | 

Wo) vale for their delight was stowed: | 

m, in nature's meads, the milky udder flowed. 


F 


though slow, returned with strength; and thence 
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Semblance, with straw and panniered-ass, they bob 
Of potters wandering on from door to door; 
Wie of ee eee has 
And other joys my fancy to allure ;. 

The bag-pipe dinning on the mite 
In barn uplighted, and companions boa 
Well met from far with revelry secure, 

In depth of forest glade, when jocund June | i 
Rolled fast along the sky * warm and genial mom N 


But ill it suited me, in journey dag 
O'er moor and mountain, midnight theft to batch 1 
| Tocharm the surly house-dog's faithful bark, 
Or hang on tiptoe at the lifted latch 5 
The gloomy lantern, and the dim blue match, 
The black disguise, the warning whistle shtill, 
And ear still busy on its nightly watch, 
Were not for me, brought up in nothing 1 ill; 
Besides, on griefs so fresh my thoughts werebroodn 


t could I do, unaided and unb lest? +» 
Father! gone was every friend of thine: | 
kindred of dead husband are at best - | e 

| belp, and, after marriage auch as mine, 4 
little kindness would to me incline. 
s then for toil or service fit: 

tears whose course no effort could tin . 
gh- way side forgetful would I sit | ; 

le hours, my idle arms in moping sorrow kait, ES 
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. d upon the mercy of the fields, 


oft of cruelty the sky accused; 
| hzard, or what general bounty yields, 4 i 
; | coldly given, now utterly refused. 4 
T7 fields I for my bed have often used: 
b what afflicts my peace with keenest ruth 1 
at I have my inner self abused, | 
anne the home delight of constant truth, 


lear and open soul, so prized in fearless youth. 
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my steps I bend 


Oh! tell me whither for no earthly friend 


Have I. She 


often have I v 
, and weeping turned aug, 


As if because her tale was at an end 


_— 


Three years a wanderer, 
is moor 


th 
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She wept; —because she had no more to say 
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And now 


In tears, the sun towards that country tend 
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Of that perpetual weight which on her spirit ly, 


IM Fe — een — 
a . 5 4 th — 


* Oe. 
— 
rs a ha WR » 
ap. — 2 — en 
2 8 


—— ag * . * 


«4 Le LE ETC — en 


r 
2 


r 


6—ͤ— x In * p A ances. AMPS, * 
We 2 pe „ 9 2 — ns dC r 
: A *. 


. 


8 —— oe. 
Fees we © * 


GOODY BLAKE, 
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HARRY G bp 


A TRUE STORY. 
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| what's the matter? what's the. matter? 
at is't that ails young Harry Gill ? 

at evermore his teeth they chatter, 

itter, chatter, chatter still. 

Wvaistcoats Harry has no lack, 

d duffle grey, and flannel fine ; 

has a blanket on his back, 


coats enough to smother nine. 
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In March, December, and in 120 
Tis all the same with Harry Gill; 

The neighbours tell, and tell you u 
His teeth they chatter, chatter still. 

At night, at morning, and at noon, 


Tis all the same with Harry Gill; 


Beneath the sun, beneath the moon, 
His teeth they chatter, chatter still. 

{ ' 
Young Harry was a lusty drover, 
And who so stout of limb as he? 
His cheeks were red as ruddy clover; - 
His voice was like the voice of three. 
Auld Goody Blake was old and poor, 
Ill fed she was, and thinly clad 
And any man who pass'd her door, 


Might see how poor a hut she had. 


Ob 


6 
| day she spun in her poor dwelling, 


las! twas hardly worth the telling, 
would not pay for candle-light. 
-This woman dwelt in Dorsetsbits, 

er but was on a cold hill-side, | 

Ind in that country coals are dear, 
or they come far by wind and tide, = 


dle same fire to boil their pottage, 

; ; wo poor old dames, as I have known, 
Wil! often live in one small cottage, 

wt he, poor woman, dwelt alone. - 

; E was well enough when summer came, 
g pe long, warm, lightsome summer-day, 
een at her door the caxty dame 

ould sit, as any linnet gay. 


lad then her three hours work at night! 
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But when the ice our streams did fette, 
Oh! then how her old bones would hake! 
Vou would have said, if you had met her, 
'Twas a hard time for Goody Blake. 

Her evenings then were dull and dead; 
Sad case it was, as you may think, 
Tor very cold to go to bed, 

And then for cold not sleep a wink. 


Oh joy for her! when cer in winter * 


The winds at night had made a rout, 
And scatter d many a lusty splinter, 
And many a rotten bough about. 


Yet never had she, well or sick, 

As every man who knew her says, 

A pile before-hand, wood or stick, 
Enough to warm bet for three days. 
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„when the frost was past enduring, 
made her poor old bones to ache, 

1d any thing be more alluring, 

n an old hedge to Goody Blake? 

I now and then, it must be said, f 

en her old bones were cold and chill, 

leſt her fire, or left her bed, 

eek the hedge of Harry Gill. 


Harry he had long suspected 
 trespass of old Goody Blake, 


vow'd that she should be detected, 

he on her would vengeance take. 

oft from his warm fire he'd go, 

to the fields his road would take, 

there, at night, in frost and snow, 
vatch'd to seize old Goody Blake. 
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And once; behind a rick of barley, 
Thus looking ont did Harry and ; | 
The moon was full and shining clearly, 
And crisp with frost the stubble-land. 
He hears a noise—he's all awake F 
Again ?—on tip-toe down the hill 
He softly creeps—'Tis Goody Blake, 
She's at the hedge of Harry Gill. 


{ 

Right glad was he when he beheld her: 

Stick after stick did Goody pull, 

He stood behind a buch of elder, 

Till she had filled her apron full. 
When with her load she turned about, 

The bye-road back again to take, 

He started forward with a shout, 

And sprang upon poor Goody Blake. 
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WT fiercely by the arm he took her, 
yy the arm he held her fast, 
sercey by the arm he shock her, 
I cried, © I've caught you then at last 
n Goody, who had nothing said, 
bundle from her lap let fall; 
WT knccling on the sticks, she pray d 
br. od that is the judge of all. 


4 pray d, her wither d hand uprearing, 

ile Harry held her by the arm 

od! who art never out of hearing, 
may he never more be warm l 

> cold, cold moon above her head, 

ls on her knees did Goody pray, 

ng Harry heard what she had said, 

l 1cy-cold he turned away. 


r 


* * et 
, . n 
9 


. 3 7 2 ohos. vs _ 
TS Cm Tat. nos 9 af 
* * . - 


— 
„** e 


"4%; 
— — 


_ 
av IS, 
Py 


r 


S i 4.99 12 FAIR organ 


Like a loose casement in the wind, 
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He went complaining all the morrow 
That he was cold and very chill :* | 
His face was gloom, his heart was sorrow, 
Alas! that Yay for Harry Gill ! 
\ That day he wore a riding-coat, f 


But not a whit the warmer he: 


Another was on Thursday bronght, 
And ere the Sabbath he had three. 


Y 
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"Twas all in vain, a useless matter, 
And blankets were about him pinn'd ; 
Yet still his jaws and teeth they clatter, 


And Harry's flesh it fell away; 
And all who see him say tis plain, 
That, live as Jong as live he may, 


He never will be warm again. 
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7ord to any man he utters, 


ed or up, to young or old; 


lever to himself he mutters, 


jor Harry Gill is very cold.“ 
d or up, by night or day; 
teeth they chatter, chatter still. 


think, ye farmers all, I pray, 
oody Blake and Harry Gill. 
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Moe at, 
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LINES 


rr AT A SMALL DISTANCE FROM MY HOUSE, 
AND SENT BY MY LITTLE BOY TO THE 
PERSON TO WHOM THEY ARE 
ADDRESSED, 


is the first mild day of March: 

ch minute sweeter than before, 

e red-breast sings from the tall larch 
it stands beside our door. 


ere is a blessing in the air, 

hich seems a sense of joy to yield 

the bare trees, and mountains bare, 
d grass in the green field. 


My Sister! (tis a wish of mine) 

No that our morning meal is done, 
Make haste, your morning task 
Come forth and feel ey SUN, 

Edward will come with you, and pray, | | 
Put on with speed your woodland dress, 
And bring no book, for this one day 
We'll give to en. | 


No joyless forms shall regulate- 

Our living Calendar: 25 

We from to-day, my friend, will date 2 
The opening of the year. 0 


Love, now an universal birth, | 

From heart to heart is stealing, 

From earth to man, from man to earth, 
It is the hour of feeling. | 
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ne moment now may give us more 
an fifty years of reason; 

ir minds shall drink at every pore 
de spirit of the season. 
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me silent laws our hearts may make, 
hich they shall long obey; 
e for the year to come may take 


r temper from to-day. 


d from the blessed * that rolls 


out, below, above ; ; 
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11 frame the measure of « our souls, 
ey shall be tuned to love. 


en come, my sister! come, 1 pray, 
Ith speed put on your woodland dress, 
d bring no book; for this one Io Gy. + 

ell give to idleness. 
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An old man dwells, a little man, 85 


: 


CONCERNED, 
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t, a burthen weighty; 
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He says he is three score and ten, 


WITH AN INCIDENT IN; WHICH Bl vu 
But others say he's eighty. 


Of years he has upon his back, 


In the sweet shire of Cardigan, 
Not far from pleasant Ivor-Hall, 


No doub 
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ng blue livery-coat has he, 


t, meet him where you will, you see 
once that he is poor. F | 1 
| fie and twenty years he lived - ; nor fad 


. 


nning huntsman m err 


| cheek is like a cherry 


man like him the horn could sound, 


no man was so full of gl ee; 
ay the least, four counties round -/ '+-:- + 
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ls in the hall of Ivo; 
dogs, and horses, all are 4 wor | 
$ the sole survivor. 


at's fair behind, and fair er 9 


, though he has t , 1 


heard of Simon LCckbCe: . 
ſpuaster's dead, and no one nor 
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Of his right eye, 28 
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His huntin 
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And then, "what 
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Lee! 
be is 
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{ 
little body's half ar, 
young he l 


To poor old 8 


He has 


thin and dry. 


When he was 
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Omg 
o an, be hes e 
wife, an aged woman, 


Upon the village common, 
And he is'tean 

And now he's forced tow 
——The weakest in the 


His legs are 


His 
His 
His 
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all the country could outrun, 
un 1cave both man and horse behind 
en, ere the race was done: 
N  recled and was stone-blind, |. 
id still there's something in the bats 

which his heart rejoices; . 
I when the chiming hounds are out, : 
3 > dearly loves their voices! | 


| Ruth works out of doors with him, 
jd does what Simon cannot do; 

r he, not over stout of. limb,  __. 
stouter of the t] o. | | 

d though you with your atmost skill 
n labour could not wean them, | 
us very little, all 

e they can do between them. 
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Which they can till no longer? 


hut of clay; 


<= 


is scrap of land he from the he 
Enclosed when he was stronger 
avai 


But what 


— 


N r. : 


{ 


ide their mos 


© 

— 
£ 

1 
2 
= 
— 
2 


For still, the more he works, the more 


His poor old ancles swell. 
My gentle reader, 1 


A WP of land they have, but they 1 15 


And I'm afraid that you expect 
Some tale will be related. 


Few months of life has he in ste 


As he to you will tell, 
How patiently you've waited, 
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O reader | had you in your mind 
Such stores as silent thought can bring, ; 
O gentle reader you would find p 


| A tale in every thing, 
What more I have to say is bert, 


I hope you'll kindly take it,; 
It is no tale; but should you think, 8 
Perhaps a tale you l make it. | | 


| One summer-day I chanced to see 


This old man doing all he could 
About the root of an old tree, 


A stump of rotten wood. 

The mattock totter'd in his hand ; 
So vain was his endeavour 

| That at the root of the old tree 

He might haye worked for ever. 
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| Give me cee 
And at the word right 0 wy 
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Received my proffer'd aid. 

I struck, and with a single bow 7 : 
The tangled root 1 severd, 0 
At which the poor old man 50 s 
And vainly had endeavou ard. 


hay 


The tears into his 6) eyes . be Gl 
is f 


And thanks and praises seemed to ru 


So fast out of his heart, 1 many is I 
They never would have de De. Om nd « 


Toe heard of h Arts U unkind, Lind deck 
With coldness still retuming. = 
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Alas! the gratitude of wen 
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Has oftner left me mourning. 
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ING HOW THE ART OF LYING MAY 88 
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TAUGHT. 


have a-boy of five years old, 


is face is fair and fresh to see] | 
is limbs are cast in beauty's mould, 
nd dearly he loves me. 


ne morn we stroll'd.on our dry walk, 
ur quiet house all full in view, 
nd held such intermitted ta 

we are wont to do. 


"we 
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My thoughts on former pleasures ran; 
I thought of Kilve' 5 delightful shore, 
My pleasant home, when spring began, 
A long, long year before. 


A day it was when I could bear 

To think, and think, and think again; 
With so much happiness to spare, 

I could not feel a pain. 
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My boy was by my side, 80 slim 
And graceful in his rustic dress! 
And oftentimes I talked to him, 

In very idleness. | 


The young lambs ran a pretty race; 
The morning sun shone bright and wan 
« Kilve,” said I, © was a pleasant pla 
“ And so is Liswyn farm. 
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y little boy, which like you more, 

d and took him by the arm 

ur home by Kilve's delightful * 
here at Liswyn farm?“ 


nd tell me, had you rather be, 

d and held him by the arm, 

t Kilve's smooth shore by the green sea, 
r here at * farm? 
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areless mood he looked at me, 

ile still I held him by the arm, 

i aid, © At Kilve I'd rather be 
han here at Liswyn farm.” 
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ow, little Edward, say why 80 ; 
little Edward, tell me why ;” 
cannot tell, I do not know.” 

hy this is strange, said I. 
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For, hiv wee ws; chats de: 


< There surely muſt sere reason be be 


Why you would: crnge wot Lo 
e For Kilve by the green sea“ 8 | wh 


At this, my boy, $0 fair and alim 
Hung down his head, nor made teph; 
And five times did I say to him, 
« Why ? Edward, tell me why?“ 


His head he raised there was in age 
It caught his eye, he saw it plain 
Upon the houte-top, glittering bright, 

A broad and gilded vane. 


Then did the boy his tongue unletb, 


And thus to me he made reply; 
« At Kilve there was no weather-cock, 
And that's the reason why.” 
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A simple child, dear brother Ji im, 
That lightly draws its breath, : 
And feels its life in every — 
What should it know of death ? 


I met a little cottage girl, | 
a She was eight years old, she raid; 
- Her hair was thick with many a curl 
That cluster'd round her head. 


ö She had a rustic, woodland air, 
| 3 4 And she was wildly clad 

Her eyes were fair, and very fair, 
—Her beauty made me glad. 
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Sisters and brothers, little maid, 


How many may you be * 


How many ? seven in all,” abe aid, 


id wondering looked at me. | 


And where are they, I pray you t tell a * 


te answered, 00 Seven are we, 
And two of us at Conway dwell, 
And two are gone to sea. 


Two of us in the church-yard lie, a 
My sister and my brother, ro 
And in the church-yard cottage, I 
Dwell near them with my mother.” 


ou say that two at Conway dwell, 


And two are gone to sea, 
et you are seven; I pray you tell 
Sweet Maid, how this may be pol” 


ml,» Ee oem? N ration , 
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| 
u 
Then did the little Maid reply, 1 
« Seven boys and girls are we 8 Wt 
« Two of us in 2 church-yard 3 


7 You gun about 7 my little maid, 

« Your limbs they are alive; 

« IF two are in the chureb-yard lad, | 
Then yt are only fiye.” 


« Their graves are green, they may vf 
The little Maid replied, . | 


Twelve steps or more from my . moth 
* Apd they. we e by * 


* 2 
x 


« My stockings there I often knit, 

My *kerchief there I bem; _ 
« And there upon the ground I Ab it 

« I git and sing to them. 
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And often after sunset, Sir, 
When it is light and fair, 

I take my little porringer, 
And eat my supper _ | 


The first that died was little hes 


In bed she moaning lay, 


Till God released her of her yo 


And then she went away. 


$0 in the church- yard she was laid, 
\nd all the summer dry, | 


[ogether round her grave we played, 
y brother Jobn and I. 


nd when the ground was white with snow, 
nd I could run and slide, 
ly brother John was forced to go, | 
ad he lies by her side.“ 
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How many are you then, d, 
elf they two are in Heaven 

15 The little Maiden did reply 
« But they are dead; those.two aredeal : 
Their spirits are in heaven?” 
ing words away; for still 
Ił1u! e little Maid would have her will, 
And said, Nay, we are seven? 
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| np in that net ov 
The periwinkle trail'd its wreathes ; 
And 'tis my faith that every flower 


| The birds around me hopp'd and play: 

Their thoughts I cannot measure, 

e 
of pl 


It seem'd a thrill easure. 


The budding twigs spread out their fan, 
To catch the breezy air; 
And I must think, do all I can, 
That there was pleasure there. 


If I thee thoughts may not prevents. 
If such be of my creed the plan, 
Have I not reason to lament 
What man has made of man? 
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THOR No 
it looks 
'd find it hard to say, 


a thorn; 


etched thing forlorn. 


1s 
th 


it could ever have been young, 


bon & ob. Epos 


Like rock or stone, it is o ergrown 6 
With lichens to the very top, - 

And hung with heavy tufts of moss, 

A melancholy crop: ::: 

Up from the earth these moses creep, 
And this poor thorn they clasy it round 
So close, you'd say that they were bent „ 
With plain and mlaifetf intent, ; 
To drag it to the ground ; 

And all had joined in one endeavour. 
To bury this poor thorn for ever. 


- SI” 4 III. 7 18 | 5 
High on a mountain highest nage, 8 
Where oft the stormy winter gale 
Cuts like a scythe, while through the doc 


It sweeps from vale to-vale; . 
Not five yards from the monntain-path, 
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is thorn you on your left expy 3 
10 three yards b nd 4. 
ou see a little muddy pond © eee 1 
f water, never dry; kf * 1 . 1 
© measured it from side to ide 

15 three feet long, and to fett Wide. - 


IV ac ind 
dose beside this aged thorn, 
ee is a fresh and lovely sight, 
beauteous heap, a hill of moss, 
t half a foot in height. 
lovely colours there you see, 


colours that were ever seen; 
d mossy network too is there, 
if by hand of lady far 

e work had woven been, 

d cups, the darlings of the eye 
deep is their vermilion- dye. 


Ah me! what lonely dnt ar ther! 

Of olive-green and scarlet bright, 

In spikes, in branches, and in gi, $44 
Green, red, and pearly white. . 
This heap of earth o'ergrown with Wos, 
Which close beside the thorn you see, 

So fresh in all its beauteous dyes, 

Is like an infants gives in size 

As like as like can be: . 


But never, never any where, 
An infant's grave was half so fair. 
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1 
Now would you see this aged hams... 
This pond and base dill fennel | 
You must take care and chuse your time 
The mountain when to cross. 
For oft there sits, between the heap. 
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at's like an infant's grave in sige, 
d that ame pond of which I Spohr,, 
woman in a scarlet cloak, Tn 
d to herself she cries, 
Dh misery ! oh misery ! 

Oh woe is me! oh misery !* 


all times of the day and night 

I every wind that blows; - is 

| there beside the thorn she sits 

en the blue day-light's in the skies, 2 

| when the whirlwind's on the hill, wth ö 
osty air is keen and still, f 
to herself she cries, 
b misery! ob misery ! 

h woe is me! oh misery !” 


4 


© Or when the ee, 1 


EY 5 5 8 VIII. 72 4 ; 5 
Now wherefore thus, by day and night, 
In rain, in tempest, and in SOOW,. fr 1 
Thus to the dreary mountain-top. ns 
Does this poor woman go? © 
* And why its he beside the thorn... 

« When the blue day-light's in the * 


* Or frosty air is keen and still, 
« And wherefore dbes che cry. . 
„Oh wherefore? wherefore? tell me Why 


I cannot tell; I wish I could; EN = 
For the true reason no one knows, . 
But if you'd gladly view the 94 


The heap that's like an nfs ve, 
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e pond—and thorn, $0 old and grey, 
s by her door tis seldom shut 
1if you see her in her hut, 
n to the spot away l-—. 
ever heard of such as dare 
proach the pot when she 1 
ut wherefore to the mouritaln-top © 
n this unhappy woman go, 
Vhatever star is in the skies, 
Whatever wind may blow?” 
r rack your brain—tis all in yan, 2 
tell you every thing I know ; | 
to the thorn, and to the pond 
uch is a little step beyond, 
fish that you would go N | i 8 
haps when you are at the place 
something of her tale may trace. 


- 


rn give you the best help I can: 
Before you up the mountain go, 
Up to the dreary mountain- top, 
T1! tell you all I know. 


| Since she (her name is Martha Wn 
Gave with a maigden's nin, 
Her company to Stephen Hill; 
And she was blithe and gay, 
And she was happy, happy still 


a ; 7 
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The morning that must wed them both 5 
Zut Stephen to another maid þ 
Had 8worn another onth ; 
And with this other maid to church © 


is now some two and twenty years, 


Whene'er she thought of Stephen Hill, 


And they had fix'd the wedding-day, | 


1 


: 


thinking Stephen went— 

or Martha! on that woful day 
cruel, cruel fire, they ay, | 

to her bones was sent: | 
dried her body like a cinder, 72 
d almost turn'd her brain to tinder. 


XIII. 
ey ay, | fall 8x 4 after kk 
hile yet the summer- leaves were green, 
to the mountain- top W go, 


d there was often seen. 
said, a child was in her womb, 
now to any eye was plain 
> was with child, and she was mad, 
t often she was sober sad 
m her exceeding pain. 
me | ten thousand times I'd rather 
at he had died, that craet father? 
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Sad case for auch 8 brain 5 bold 
Communion with a N child! f 
Who hd ban wild, 
—— an we talked of thi, 
That in her womb the infant wrought 
HERE e an brought 
Her senses back again ®: 
And when at last her time ad ne” 


2 2 
* * < 
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No le Toidh I did, 
And I would tell it all to t 
For what became of this poor child 
There's none that ever — 


And if a child was born, or 


„ 


-re's no one that could ever tell ; 
1;f 'twas born alive or dead, 


t some remember well, . 85 og 
it Martha Ray about this time 24 
pulc up the monntain often ch . 


| all that winter, 8 e, WE... 
wind blew from the ——— 

u worth your while, though in the 1 A 
church-yard path to 8k: -. 
many a time and oft were heard 2 
s coming from the mountain-head, 


| others, I've heard many Swear, : a” 
voices of the dead: | 1 8 - 7 $54 4 
not think, whate er they say, b | 
bad to do with Martha Ray. 


my 
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ic plainly living voices were, E e +: £ SP 
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Jo view the ocean wide and bright, 
| When to this country first I came, 
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But that she goes to this old therm, 
The thorn which Tre deecribed-to . 
And there sits in a Scarlet cloak, 

I will be sworn is true. 

For one day with my telescope, 


Ere I had heard of Martha's name, 
I climbed the mountain's height : 
A storm came on, and I could see 
No objeR: higher than my knee. 


XVIII. 
W rain, and storm 5 
No screen, no fence could 1 discover, 
And then the wind !. in faith, it Was 
A wind full ten times oer. 
I looked around, I thought Ia 


batting crag, and off I ran, 

ad-foremost, through the ny . 
e shelter of the erag t to gain, | res 
d, as I am a man, | 
tead of jutting Crag, I found 

woman seated on the ground. n | 


id not speak I saw her face, 

x face it was enough for me; 

med about and heard her cry, / 
) misery ! O misery lf 


| there she sits, until ei moon 

ough half the clear blue sky will go, 

| when the little breezes make n 
> waters of the pond to shake, gf | 
all the country know. 
ſhadders and yon hear her ery, 
b misery! oh migery ! 


But what's the thorn? and what's off 


Which is | nes wig je 


But kill a new-born infant thus 
I do not think she could, 


And what's the hill of mos to her} 

« And what's the creeping breeze thats 
I cannot tell; but se will my - be 
She hanged her baby on the tree, | 
Some say she drowned it in b N 


But all and each agree, 

The little babe was buried there, 
Beneath that hill of moss 80 fair. | 
T've heard the scarlet moss is red + - | 
With drops of that poor infants blood;3 


neat 


Some say, if to the pond you go, 
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4 fix on it a steady view, 


baby and a baby's face, 
3 
nd that it looks at you: {i 


OR. 
nd some had sworn an oath that she 
old be to public justice brought ; 
dd for the little infant's bones 


t then the beauteous bil of moss 
fore their eyes began to stir; 

dd for full fifty yards around, 

e grass it shook upon the ground; 
t all do still aver | 

little babe is buried there, 

beath that hill of moss 80 fair. 


be hadow of a babe you trace, 


eveuc er you look on it, tis plain 
e baby looks at you gan. 


ith spades they would have Sought. 
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A WADE 


8 | XXIII. 5 4 1 
1 cannot tell how this may be, 8 
But plain it is, the thorn 'is bound 
With heavy tufts of moss, that strive 
To drag it to the ground. 
And this I know, full many a time, 
When she was on the mountain high, 
By day, and jn the silent night, 
When all the stars shone cloak and brigh, 
That I have heard her cry. 

i Oh misery ! oh misery 65 

. « © woelis me | oh misery fl 
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listant countries J have been, 

I yet I have not often seen 

ealthy man, a man full grown, 

ep in the public roads alone. 

such a one, on English ground, 

| in the broad high- way, met; 


cheeks with tears were wet. 
ly he seemed, though he was sad; | 
in his arms a lamb he had. W 


LAST OF THE FLOCK» © © 


og the broad high-way he came, © 
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He aw me, | and he turned aside, 


As if he wished himself to hide: 


Then with his coat he made essa 


To wipe those briny tears away. big 
I follow'd him, and said, My friend 


«© What ails you? wherefore weep you 80?" 


—* Shame on me, Sir! this Iusty lamb, 
He makes my tears to flow. 

To- day I fetched him from the rock; 
He is the last of all wy flock. 


When I was young, a single man, | 
And after youthful follies ran, 
Though little given to care and thought, 
Yet, so it was, a ewe I bought; 

And other sheep from her I raised, 
As healthy sheep as you might see, 
And then I married; and was rich 

As I could wish to be; | 
Of sheep I number d a full score, 
And every year encreas'd my store. 
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Year after year my stock ĩt grer,. 
And from this one, e oakngl Fe 

| Full fifty comely sheep I raised, 
As sweet a flock as ever grazed! . 

Coca bm a 7 
They throve, and we at home did thriye. 
—This lusty lamb of all my store 

Is all that is alive: 

And now I care not if we die, 

And perish all of poverty. 


Ten children, Sir! had I to feed, 
WE Hard labour in a t'me of need 
My pride was tamed, and in our grief, 
l of the parich ask d relief. 

They said I was a wealthy man; 

My sheep upon the-mountain fed, - 
And it was fit that thence I took 
Whereof to buy us bread :” 
Do this; how can we give to you,” 
bey cried, © what to the poor is dut 2” 


I old a 5beep as they had j 
And they were healthy with N 
For me it never did me good. 
A woeful time it was ſor me, 

To see the end of all my gaius 
The pretty flock which I bad rear 
With all my care and pain, 

To see it melt like nom away? + 
For me it was a woeful dax. 


Another still! and still another! 

A little lamb, and then its mother? 

It was a vein that never stoppd, 
Like blood - drops from my heart they dl 
Till thirty were not left aline 
They dwindled, dwindled,” one by one, 
And I may say that many a time 
They dwindled one by one away; : 
For me it was a woefal dax. 
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To wicked deeds I was inclined, 
ein, 
And every man I chanc d to see, 
thought be knew some ill of me. 
No peace, no comfort could I find, 
No ease, within doors or without, 
And crazily, and wearily, 
I went my work about. 
| | Oft-times I thought 40 run away; 
For me it was a woefal day. 


Sir! twas a precious floek to me, 

As dear as my own children be; 

For daily with my growing store 

Wy | loved my children more and more. 

| Alas! it was an evil time; 
God cursed me in my sore distress, 
I prayed, yet every day I thought 

I loved my children less; 

And every week, and every day, 
My flock, it emed to melt away. 


1388 
They dwindled, Sir, and eight to wet 
A lamb, a weather, and a ewe; 
And then at last; RN ; 


And of my fifty, yesterday 
I had but only one, - 


And here it lies upon my arm, 
Alas! and I have none; | 
To-day I fetched it from the rock; 
It is the last of all my flock? - 
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THE DUNGEON. 


ad this place our forefathers made for man 

is is the process of our love and wisdom, 

Wo cach poor brother who offends against us 

lost innocent, perbaps—and what if guilty ? 

WS this the only cure? Merciful God ! 
Nach pore and natural outlet shrivell'd up | 

7 ignorance and parching poverty, | 

is energies roll back upon his heart, _ 

Ind stagnate and corrupt; till changed to poison, 
ey break out on him, like a loathsome plague-spotz 
ben we call in our d mountebanks 
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ad this is their best cure uncomforted 
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And friendless solitude, groaning and tears, 

And savage faces, at the clanking hour 
Seen through the steams and vapour of his dungeon, 
By the lamp's dismal twilight l So he lies 

Circled with evil, till his very Soul 


| Unmoulds its essence, hopelessly deformed 


By sights of ever more deformity! 


With other ntelientioad iow 0 nature 


Healest thy wandering and distempered child: 


Thou pourest on him thy soft influences, 


Thy sunny hues, fair forms, and breathing sweets 


Thy melodies of woods, and winds, and water, 
Till he relent, and can no mors endure - 
To be a jarring and a dissonant thing, 

Amid this general dance and minstreley; 

But, bursting into tears, wins back his way, 
His angry spirit healed and barmonized _ 
By the benignant touch of love and beauty.” 


a 


- 


2 1 6 : * k # Tug 
- OE 558 
: 


MAD. MOTHER. 


Her eyes are wild, her head is bare, 
The sun has burnt her coal-black hair, 

Her eye-brows have a rusty stain, * 

And she came far from over the main. 

She has a baby on her arm, 

Or else she were alone 

And underneath the hay-stack warm, 

And on the green-wood stone, 23 
he talked and sung the woods among; 
And it was in the English tongue. i 


« Sweet babe! they say that I am mad, 
But nay, my heart is far too glad 
And I am happy when I sing 
Full many a «ad and doleful thing: 
Then, lovely baby, do not fear! 
I pray thee have no fear of me, 
But, safe as in a cradle, here 
My lovely baby! thou shalt be, 
To thee I know tuo much I owe ; 
I cannot work thee auy woe. _ 


A fire was once within my brain; 
And in my head a dull, dull pain; 
And fiendish faces one, two, three, 
Hung at my breasts, and pulled at me. 
But then there came a sight of joyz 
It came at once to do me good. 

I waked, and saw my little boy, 
My little boy of flesh and blood; 

Oh joy for me that sight to see 

For he was here, and only he. 


ck, little babe, oh suck again?: 

It cools my blood; it cools'my brain; ven hi 5 

Thy lips I feel them, baby hex 

Draw from my heart the pain away. r 

k! press me with thy little handdñ̃˖ 

|t loosens something at my chest Fe 

\bout that tight and deadly bang 
[feel thy little fingers press de. 

be breeze I see is in-the'tree 3 

It comes to cool my babe and me. 


Dh]! love me, love me, little boy! 

ou art thy mother's only joy; e BEL: # 
And do not dread the waves below, * 
ben oer the sea-rock's edge we go; 

The high crag cannot work me harm, 

or leaping torrents when they 8 

be babe I carry on my arm, 


I; Saves for me my preei 10us soul; 
in happy lie, for blest am I; 
Vithout me my sweet babe would die. 
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Then do not fear, my oy! 
Bold as a lion I will be; 
And 1 will always be thy guide, 
Through hollow nows and rivers Win 
TI build an Indian bower; I kn] 


The leaves that make the soſtest bed: 


And if from me thou wilt not go, 
But still be true till I am dead, 


My pretty thing! then thou shalt ing, 
As merry as the birds in spring. 


Thy father cares not for my breast, 


'Tis thine, sweet baby, there to test? 


Tis all thine own ! and if its hue 


Be changed, that was so fair to view, 
Tis fair enough for thee, my dove! 
My beauty, little child, is flown; 

But thou wilt live with me in love, 
And what if my poor cheek be brown 2. 
Tis well for me; thou canst not see 
How pale and wan it else would be. 
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Dread not their taunts, roy hin. life! | 
| an thy father's wedded wife; £2 
And underneath the spreading tree 


We two will live in honest. 
If his sweet boy he could forsake, 
With me he never would have stay d: 
From him no harm my babe can take, 
But he, poor man ! is wretched made, | 
And eyery day we two will pray | 


For him that's gone and far away. 


Ill teach my boy the sweetest things ; 

[Il teach bim how the owlet sings. 

My little babe! thy lips are still, 

And thou hast almost suck d thy fill. 
Where art thou gone my own dear child ? 
What wicked looks are those I see? 

Alas | alas! that look so wild, 

lt never, never came from me: 

If thou art mad, my pretty lad, 


Then I must be for ever sad. 
K 


Oh ! smile on me, my little lamb! 
For I thy own dear mother am. a 
My love ſor thee has well been tried: 
I've sought thy father far and wide. 
I know the poisons of the shade, 
I know the earth- nuts fit for food ; 
Then, pretty dear, be not afraid; 
We'll find thy father in the wood, 
Now laugh and be gay, to the woods awiy! 
And there, my babe; we'll live for aye. 
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'Tis eight o — clear March night, 
The moon is up—the ky i is blue, 

The owlet in the moonlight air, 

He shouts from nobody knows where ; 
He lengthens out his lonely shout, 
Halloo ! halloo ! a long halloo ! 


—Why bustle thus about your door, e 
What means this bustle, Betty Foy ? F 
Why are you in this mighty fret? 

And why on horseback have you set 

tim whom you love, your idiot boy? 
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Beneath the moon that shines 80 btigbt, 
Till «be is tired, let Betty Fey 
With girt and stirrup fiddle-faddle; 
But wherefore set upon a 8add le 7 

Him whom sbe loves, her idiot boy? 


There's scarce a a that's out of hed; 
| Good Betty | put him down again; 

His lips with joy they burr at you, 

But, Betty! what has he to do 

With stirrop, saddle, or with in 
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The world will say 'tis very idle, 
Bethink you of the time of night; 
There's not a mother, no not one, 
But when she bears. what you have done, 
Oh ! Betty shell be in a fright 
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But Betty s bent on her intent, 

For her good neighbour, G e 
Old Susan, she who dwells da 2 1 
Is sick, and makes a piteons nean, 

As if her very life would fail. 


There's not a house within a mile, 

No hand to help ther tr Mitra 

Old Susan lies a bed in pain, 

And sorely puzzled are the twain, 

For what she ails they cannot guess. 


And Betty's husband's at the wood, 
Where by the week he doth abide, 

A woodman in the distant vale; 
There's none to help poor Susan Gale, 
What must be done? what will betide ? 
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And Betty from the la 

Her pony, that is mild and good, 
Whether be be in joy or pain, 
Feeding at will along the lane, 3 


And he is all in travelling trim, 
And by the moonlight, Betty Foy 
Has up upon the Aadle „ 
The like was never heard of yet, 


Him whom she loves, her idiot bop. 


Across the bridge thats in the dale, 


And by the church, and oer the down, 


To bring a doctor from the town, 
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Or she will die, old Susan Gale. 
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Or bringing faggots from the wood. 


And he must post without delay 
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There is no need of boot or pur, 
There is no need of whip or wand, 
For Johnny bas his holly-bough, 

And with a burly-burly now | - 

He shakes the green bough in his hand. 


And Betty o'er and o'er | bas told - 

The boy who is her best delight, | 
Both what to follow, what to shun, 
What do, and what to leave undone, ' 
How turn to left, and how to right. 


And Betty's most especial charge, 
Was, © Johnny | Johnny | mind that you 


Come home again, nor stop at all, 
Come home again, whate'er befal, 


* My Johnny do, I pray you do.” 
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To this did coho newer make; 

Both with his head, eee 
And proudly shook the bridle too; - 
An. then | his words were not W 


And now that 8 is just going, 

Though Betty's in a mighty fu, 
She gently pats the pony's side, 
On which her idiot boy must ride, 

And seems no longer in a hurry. 


But when the pony moved his legs. 
Oh | then for the poor idiot boy! 

For joy he cannot hold the bridle, 
For joy his head and heels ns idle, 
He's idle all for very joy. 
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And while the pony moves his legs, 

In Johnny's left · hand you may sc e-, * 
The green bough's motionless and dead; 
The moon that shines above his head n 

Is not more still and mute than he. 


His heart it was so full of glee, | 

That till full fifty yards were gone, 
He quite forgot his holly whip, 

And all his skill in horsemanship, 

Oh! happy, happy, happy John. 


And Betty's standing at the door, 
And Betty's face with joy o'erflows, 
proud of herself, and proud of him, 
She sees him in his travelling trim; 
How quietly her Johnny — | 
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And on he goes beneath the moon, 
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The Silence of her idiot boy, 
What hopes it sends to Betty's a * 
He's at the guide- post he turns right, . 
She watches till he's out of sight, 
And Betty will not then depart. 
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Burr, burr—now Jonny) 8 lips n bum, 
As loud as any mill, or near it, 
Meek as a lamb the pony moves, 1 
And Johnny makes the noise he loves, 
And Betty listens, glad to hear it. 
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Away she hies to Susan Gale: 

And Johnny's in a merry tune, 

The owlets hoot, the owlets curr,' © 
And Johnny's lips they burr, burr, burr, 
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His steed and he right well agree, 

For of this pony there's a rumour, 
That should he lose his eyes and cars, 
And should he live a thousand year, 
He never will be out of humour. 


13 
} 
ix 
i: 
1 
'Y 
i 
'Y 
1 


But then he is a horse that thinks! 

And when he thinks his pace is slack ;_ 
N ow, though he knows poor Johnny well,- 
Yet for his life he cannot tell!!! 
What he has got upon his baccrxn. 


$ through the moonlight lanes "oy 80. 
And far into the moonlight dale, 12 
And by the church, and o er the ans 0 
To bring a doctor from the town, 

To comfort poor old Susan Gale. 


What — cl 
With many a most diverting thing, 
Of Johnny's wit and Johnny's glory. 


And Betty's still at Susan s side: 


By this time she's not quite 50 flurried ; 
Demure with pbrringer and plat mY | 
She sits, as if in Susan's fate 


Her life and soul were buried. 


But Betty, poor good woman | she, 
You plainly in her face may read it, 
Could lend out of that moment's store | 
Five years of happiness or more, | 1 


To any that might need it. 


Zat yet I guess that now and then 


With Betty all was not so well, 

And to the road she turns her ears, 1 
And thence full many a sound she hears, 
Which she to Susan will not tell. 


Poor Susan moans, poor Susan groans, 
As sure as there's a moon in heaven,” 
Cries Betty,“ he'll be back again; 


© They'll both be here, tis almost ten, 


« They'll both be here before eleven. 


Poor Susan moans, poor Susan groans, 
The clock gives warning for eleven; 


Tis on the stroke . If Johnny's near, 


Quoth Betty © he will soon be here, 
"As sure as there's a moon in heaven.“ 


The clock is is on the ares of — 
And Johnny is not yet in sight. 
| The moon's in heaven, as Betty sc, 
| Brit Betty is not quite at e 
\ And Susan has a dreadful night. 
On Johnny vile refleQions cast; RR 
„A little idle squntering thing!“ 
But now that time is gone and past. 5 
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1 And Betty's drooping at the heart, 
28 — + That happy time all past and gone, 
| How can it be he is 50 late? 
The doctor he has made him wait, EE. 
Susan! they'll both be here anon.” 
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She's in ja ad gu uand 


The clock is on the stroke of one aw? 
But neither Doctor nor his guide 


There's neither horse nor man abroad, 


And Betty's still at Susan 's aide. 


And Susan she begins to fear 

Of sad mischances not a ſeuw', 

That Johnny may perhaps be drown'd, 
Or lost perhaps, and never found; 
Which they must both for ever rue. 


, | 
| She prefaced half a hint of this © | 
With, © God forbid it should be true 
At the first word that Susan sad 
Cried Betty, rising from the bed, 0 
Susan, Id gladly stay with you? 2 - 


„1 mund gone, I ba ust away, aol; - 
wo „ Consider, Johnny's but half-wise;* 
E « Suzan, we must take care 6f bia 145 
1 * If he is hurt in life or limb - 
Oh God forbid lo poor Susan cries” 


* What can I do?” says Betty, going, 

7 * What can I do to ease your pain 0 5 
“Good Susan tell me, and TH wy 

« I fear you're in a dreadful: way, 

But I shall soon be back again,” * 
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« Good Betty go, good Betty go, 
7 1 


« There's nothing that-can ease my pain.“ 


Then off she hies, but with a prayer 


That God poor * ** TD 
Till she comes back n r Hul 


80, 9 the moonlight lane she goes, 


And far into the moonlight dale, 
And how she ran, and how she walked; | 


And all that to herself she talked, 
Would surely be a tedious tale. 


In high and low, above helotv, alan 0 
In great and small, in round and square, 
In tree and tower Was Johnny seen, 
In bush and brake, in black and green, 

Twas Johnny, Johnny, every where. 
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She's past the bridge that's in ie d, 
And never will be heard of more. 


Alone amid a prospect wide 
There's neither Johnny nor his hore, 
There's neither doctor nor his guide. 
* Oh saints} what is become of him? 

© Perhaps he's climbed into an oak, 
“Where be will stay till be is dead 
And joined the wandering gps. | 
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« To the dark cave; 2 u by A 
« Or in the castle he's-purming, gi, 
© Among the ghosts, bis . 80 TD 

« Or playing with the waterfall” 


At poor old Sualitt het he rates, 
While to the town abe posts . 7 a 
If Susan had not been 30 ill, 

„Alas! 1 should have bad Heel, 


. My Johnny, till my dying day, | 


Poor Betty! in Mis sd dinlainiper; s 
The doctor's self would hardly spare, 
Unworthy things she talked and an. 
Iren be, of cattle the most mild, 


And to the doctor's door she hie 
The town so long, the town $0 wide, 
Is silent as the skies. 
And now he's at the doctors door, 
She lifts the knocker, rap, rap, rap, 
The doctor at the casement shews, 
His glimmering eyes that peep and done; 
And one hand rubs his old night-cap.  - 
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Oh Doctor! Doctor! where's ny Johnny; 
< I'm here, what is't you want with me? 

Oh Sir! you know Tm Betty Foy, 
* You know him. bim you often wer; 
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« He's not so wise as some folks be,” 

The Doctor, looking somewhat grim, - 
„What, woman I ahould I know of him ?” 
And, grumbling, he went back to bed. 


O woe is mel O woe is me! 
Here will I die; here will I die; 
I thought to find my Johnny here, 
But he is neither far nor near, 
<< Oh! what a wretched mother I!” 

i } 
She stops, she stands, she looks about, 
Which way to turn she cannot tell. 5 
Poor Betty! it would ease ber pain 
If she had heart to knock again; 


he clock strikes three -a dismal knell ! 
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No wonder if her senses fail, 
This piteous news 80 much it hock d he 
She quite forgot nn e 


*« Oh cruel! I'm almost three · re; 
ce Such night as this was ne er before, 
„There's not a sipgle soul abroad.” 


She listens, but she cannot hear 
The streams with softest sound are flowing, 
The grass you almost hear it growing, 
You hear it now if e er you can. 


| 


The owles through the Tong blue pight © 
Are chouting to each other arr” 
Fond lovers, yo not Fe hob vob, | 9 
That echoes fur frech II to hill. © 


Poor Betty noW has lost all hope | 1 
Her thonghts are bent on deadly in; 7 


A green-grown pond abe just has pazs'd, | 
And from the brink she hurries fast, 


And now the dts hardowe and weeps; 
Such tears she never shed before; 

* Oh dear, dear pony my sweet joy 
Oh carry back my idiot boy! 
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Lest she should drown berself therein. © 8 


* And we will ne'er oe rloz J tl 2 1 ln. I | g 
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A thought is come into her head; 
The pony he is mild and good, 
« And we have always used him — + 


© Perhaps he's gone along the dell, 


Then up * eprings H, Wingit: | 
She thinks no more of deadly in; 

If Betty fifty ponds should see, 

The last of all ber thoughts would be, 
To drown herself therein. 


Oh reader! now that I might tel! 
What they've been doing all this time, 

Oh could I put it into rhyme, _ _. 
A most delightful tale pursuing! 


1 > 


perhaps, and no unlikely thought! 

He with his pony now doth roam . 
The cliffs and peaks 30 high that are, 
To lay his hands upon a star; 

And in his pocket bring it home. 


Perhaps he's turned himself about, 
His face unto his horse's tail, 

And still and mute, in wonder lost, 

All like a silent horseman-ghost, 

He travels on along the vale. 


And now, perhaps, he's hunting sheep, 

A fierce and dreadful hunter he! 

Yon valley, that's so trim and green, 

In five months time, should he be seen, 
A desart wilderness will be. 


7 


Perhaps, with head and heels on firs; = 
And like the very soul of evil, 
He's galloping away, away, 

And so he'll gallop on for aye, 

The bane of all that dread the devil. 


1 to the muses have been 
Tbese fourteen years, by strong indentares; 
Oh gentle muses ] let me tell 
But half of what to him beſel, TD 
For sure he met with strange adventures es. 


Oh gentle muses! is this kindꝰ)·̃· 
Why will ye thus my suit repel ? 

Why of your further aid bereave me? 
And can ye thus unfriended leave me? 
Ye muses ! whom I loyes0 well. 


Who's von. that, near the waterfall, 
Which thunders down with headlong foree, 
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As careless as if nothing were, 
Sits upright on a feeding horse? 


Unto his horse, that's feeding fre, 


He ens, I'think, the rein to give; 
Of moon or stars he takes no heed ; 
Of snch we in romances read, 


—'Tis Johnny! Johnoy l as I lire. 


. 


And that's the very pony too. 


dere is she, where is Betty Foy?” = 


She hardly can sustain ber fears; 


1 74 | 


'Your pony's worth his weight in mr” 
Then calm your terrors, Betty Foy! 


She's coming from among the trees, 
And now, all full in view, she ces 4 


* 


Him whom she loves, her idiot e at 


And Betty sees the pony too 


Why stand you thus Good Betty Foy # | 
It is no goblin, tis no ghost. 
'Tis he whom you so long have lost,. 
He whom you loye, your 'idiot boy... 


She looks again—her arms are up—, . 
She screams—she cannot move Fong 


She darts as with a torrents force, 2 
She almost has o'erturned the 8 
And fast che holds ber idiot bey. os bit A 


and Johnny burrs and men aloud, 
Whether in cunning or in joy, - 


cannot tell; but while he 8 15 


Betty a drunken pleasure N 
To hear again her idiot boy. 


And now she's at the pony's tail, 
And now she's at the pony's head, 
On that side now, and now on this, 
And almost stifled with her bliss, 

A few sad tears does Betty shed. 


She kind o'er and fer | again, | 


Him whom she loves, her idiot boy, 
She's happy here, zhe's happy there, 


dhe is uneasy every where; 
Her limbs are all alive with joy. 
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- She pats the pony, w 
She knows not, happy Betty, F on 


The little pony glad may be, 
Bat he is milder far than rewe KR 5 . 


Lou hardly can e bis 3 Pe: near 


ec Oh! Johnny, never mind the Doctor; 6 
« You've done your best, and that is all,” 
She took the reins, when this was $aid, _ 
And gently turned the y's head 
From the loud water · f | 2 


By this the stars were almost gane, 


The moon was setüng on the hill, 
So pale you scarcely looked at her: 
The little birds began to stir, 


Though yet their tongues were still. 
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: 
The pony, Betty, and her boy; 
Wind slowly through the woody dale: 
And who is she, be-times abroad, 
That hobbles up the steep rough road? 
Who is it, but old Susan Gale? 


Long Susan lay deep lost in thought, 


And many dreadful fears beset her, 

Both for her messenger and nurse; 
And as her mind grew worse and worse, 
Her body it grew better. 


She turned, she toss d herself in bed, 


On all sides doubts and terrors met her; 


Point after point did she disetiss ; 


And while her mind was fighting thus, 


Her body still grew better. 
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« Alas | what is become of them? 


| Away the posts up hill and down, 


Sy 


« Tll to the wood. be W 
Did Susan rise up from her bed, 
As if by magic euted. _ 3 nur? oe 


And to the wood at length is come, | 
She pics her friends, she shouts a greeting; 
Oh me! it is a metry meeting, 
As ever was in Cbristendom. l 


J 


The owls have hardly sung theit g, 
While our four travellers homeward wend ; 


The owls have hooted all night long, 
And with the owls began my song, 
And with the owls must end. 
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For while they all were travelling home, 
Cried Betty, © Tell us Johnny, do, 

© Where all this long night you have been, 
What you have heard, what you have seen, 
e And Johnny, mind you tell us true.” 


w 


Now Johnny all night long had heard 
The owls in tuneful concert strive; 


No doubt too he the moon had seen; 
For in the moonlight he had been 
From eight o'clock till five. 


And thus to Betty's:question, he 
Made answer, like a traveller bold, 
(His very words I give to you,) 

* The cocks did crow to-whoo, to-whoo, 
„And the sun did shine so cod. 
—Thus answered Johnny in his glory, 
And that was all his travel's story. 
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WRITTEN NEAS RICHMOND, UPON THE THAM 


* 


AT EVENING. s 


- * * 
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{ 
Huss rich the waye, in front, impreat 
With evening-twilight's summer hues, : 
While, facing thus the crimson west, : 8 
4 The boat her silent path pursue !? 
= And see how dark the backward stream 
= A little moment past, so «miling! — 
And still, perhaps, with faithless gleam, 
Some other loiterer beguiling. 
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Such views the youthful bard allure, 

But, heedless of the following gloom, 

He deems their colours shall endure 

Till peace go with him to the tomb. 

And let him nurse his fond deceit, 

And what if he must die in sorrow! 

Who woukd-aot cheriek Me e bn 

Though grief and pain may come to-morrow ? l 


a 7 IF We 2 bh 2 r * f EET OIL. RA 12 Me «ry K Bd 1 
„ d Oo 
> 


Glide gently, thus for ever glide, 
O Thames! that other bards may see, 

As lovely visions by thy side 

As now, fair river! come to me. 

Oh glide, fair stream | for ever so; 

Thy quiet soul on all bestowing, 

Till all our minds for ever flow, 5 
n ] ' 
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Vain thought! yet bens ne thaw . 
That in thy waters may be ssen OT 
The image of a poet's heart, 

How bright, how solemn, how serene! 
wo0K DENT AY LUNG Ele" POLE 
Who, pouring here a * later ditty, 
Could find'no refuge from distress, 

But in the milder grief of pity. 


Remembrance ! as we güde along, 
For him suspend the dashing oar, 
And pray that never child of Song 
May know his freezing sorrows more. f 
* How calm! how still I the only sound, 
| ö | The dripping of the oar suspended! | 
$ Uthe evening darkness gathers round 
By virtue's holiest powers attended. © 


* Collins's Ode on the death of Thomson, the laft written, i 
I believe, of the poems which were published during his 
Tife-time. This Ode is also alluded to in the next stanza- 
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„Why William, on that old grey stone, 
« Thus for the length of half a day, 
„Why William, zit you thus alone, 

« And dream your time away ? 


* 


„Where are your books ? that light bequeathd 
Jo beings else forlorn and blind 

« Up! Up! and drink the spirit breath 
From dead men to their Kind. 


« You look round on your mother earth, 
As if she for no purpose bore you; 
« As if you were her first-born birth, 
And none had lived before you !” 
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One morning thus, by Esthwaite lake, 
„ When life was sweet I knew not why, 
; 'N To me my good friend Matthew spake, 
= And thus I made reply. 


— 


« The eye it cannot chuse but see, 
« We cannot bid the ear be still; 
“Our bodies feel, where'er they be. 
Against, or with our will. 


Nor less I deem that there are powers, 
„Which of themselves our minds imprese 

* That we can feed this mind of yy, 
In a wise bassireness. N 


“Think you, mid all this mighty sum 
« Of things for ever speaking, | 

That nothing of itself will come, 
But we must «till be seeking? 


« —Then ask not wherefore, here, alone, 


> Conversing as I may, 
*« I sit upon this old grey stone, 
« And dream my time away.” 


THE TABLES TURNED; 
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"NY AN , EVENING SCENE, ON THE SAME SUBJECT, 


| ö 8 
Up! up! my friend, and clear your looks, 
Why all this toil and trouble? 
Up! up! my friend, and quit your books, 
Or surely you'll grow ous. 
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The sun above the mountain's bead, 

A freshening lustre mellow, 
Through all the long green fields bas red 
His first sweet evening yellow. 
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Books! tis a dull and endless strife, '"* 
Come, hear the woodland linnet, 
How cet his made; on my le 


i 
! 


And hark! how blithe the throutl d= 
And he is no mean preacher ; Fs 
Come forth into the light of things, 

Let Nature be your teacher. | 


She has a world of ready wealth, 

Our minds and hearts to bless 
Spontaneous wisdom breathed by health, 
Truth breathed by chearfulness, 
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One impulse from a vernal wood 
May teach you more of man 

Of moral evil and of good, 
Than all the sages can, 
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OLD MAN TRAVELLING; :.- 


ANIMAL TRANQUILLITY AND DECAT, 


A SKETCH. 


| __The little hedge-row birds, 
That peck along the road, regard him not. 
He travels on, and in his face, his step, 
His gait, is one expression; every limb, 
His look and bending figure, all bespeak 


A man who does not move with pain, but moves 


With thought—He is insensibly subdued 

To settled quiet: he is one by whom 

All effort seems forgotten, one to whom 

Long patience has such mild composure given, 
That patience now doth seem a thing, of which 
He hath no need. He is by nature led 
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hospital. 
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miles to take 
a mariner, 
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A last leave of my son, 


I asked him whither he was bound, and what 
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THE COMPLAINT _ 


OF A FORSAKEN® © 


** 


INDIAN WOMAN. 


— 


n PAL 


r dias, from tickaoes, is unable 
10 continue his journey with bis companions ; be is 
left behind, covered over with Deer-skins, and is 
gupplied with water, food, and fuel if the situation 
of the place will afford it. He is informed of the 
track which his companions intend to pursue, and 
if he is unable to follow, or overtake them, he 
periches alone in the Desart ; unless he should have 
the good fortune to fall in with come other Tribes 
of Indians. It is rnnecessary to add that the 
females are equally, or Still more, exposed to the 
ame fate, See that very interesting work, 
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as the same turiter forms us, vary their position 


in the air, they make a rustling and a 
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from Hudson's Bay 20 tbe 
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Hearne's - Journey 


ie. This circumstance is alluded to in the 
fired ue of the following poem] 


io rr AIG a 


=7 


1 


*f og 


> 
DES 1 


77 
7 


=: Dd So 
F 


3 


BT BOL] + 


5 £ 


* 


n 
>&. 


5 "gx 
6-4 83 8 
* by SK, 
3 2 * 
«5 : 
$a 5. 
5 r 
F d 
4 8 
* 0 
5 — 4 
9 
** 2 
4 
PP. * » 
=” 
"1 * 
ef wy 4 
"I 
br 
% 
„ 


5 


NN 


— ⅛ ͤ p p ]³5Q; 


Before I 8ee another da 


die 


a 


bod 


away | 


y 


Oh tet my 
In sleep I heard 


The Stars th 
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Oh let my body die 


* 


Yet is it dead, and I remain. 


All tif with ice the ches he; * 


And they are dead, and IS. 

When I was well, I wished to live, 

For clothes, for warmth, W OY, 
But they to me no joy can give, | 

No pleasure now, ind no desire. 

Then here contented will I lie; 

Alone I cannot fear to die. 


Alas ! you might have dragged me on 


# 


Another day, a single one | 


Too soon despair o'er me prevailed; E 
Too soon my heartless spirit failed; 


When you were gone my limbs were stronger, 


And Oh how grievously. I rue, 

That, afterwards, a little 3 

My friends, I did not follow you 

For strong and without pain 1 lay, 

My friends, when you were gone away. 
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A woman who was not thy mother. 
ow strangely did he look 1 


*. * 


Through bis whole body something ran,” : 


A most strange omething did I Se 
That he might pull the sledge for me. 
And then he stretched n how wita! 
Oh mercy 1 like a little child. 


My little joy! my little pride ! 

In two days more I must have died. 
I feel I must have died with thee. 

Oh wind that o'er my bead art flying, 

The way my friends their curse did bend, 
I should not feel the pain of dying, 
Could I with thee a message send. 

Too soon, my friends, you went away 3 
For I had many things to say. 
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In spite of all my weary pain, 
III look upon your tents again. 
My fire is dead, and snowy white 
Tbe wolf has oome to me Wy . 
And he has stolen away my food. 
For ever left alone am I. is £98 . 


Then wherefore should 7 tear to die? 
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My } journey will be abortly r run, 
I shall not see another sun, 
I cannot lift my limbs to know | 
If they have any life or no. 

My poor forsaken child ! if 1 | 
1 For once could have thee close to me, 
| 3 1 With happy heart 1 then would die, 
1 And my last thoughts would happy be. 
I feel my body die away, 
I sball not see another day. 


I j * 0 Ne F of 
p 


os ek. : IX 1 * Us 28 * ; Ys SAS. 5 41 7 * 8 25 A. has 8 * * 24 „ * # * F 8 ] 12 ” 


| TH E 4 CONVICT. 2 bs 8 


. 
0 
v 
* 
- 
92 
* 
W 
* 
we 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
Sr 
* 
* 


* RX APE 8 SIT ww n 


* r BE N c * £05 CAS 
— 
* 


The glory of evening was spread through the west; 
—On the slope of a mountain I stood. 

While the joy that precedes the calm eason of rect 4 
Rang loud through the meadow and wood. 

And must we then part from a dwelling so fair? 
In the pain of my spirit I said, | 

lud with a deep sadness I turned, to repair 


To the cell where the convict is laid. 
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Resound; and the dungeons an „ 
pause; and at length, through the ml. . 
That outcast of pity behold. 
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His black eee e 
And with edfivt dcjeBtion his eyes ars intent, 
On the fetters that link him to death. 


That body dismiss'd from his care; 
Yet my fancy has pierced to hs beat and pointy 
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His bones are consumed, and bs Vie boa i ie, 
With wishes the past to undo; . 
And his crime, through the _ that o'erwhelm him J 
Still blackens and- grows on his view. 


When from the "=" deere 
| Tv kis'Ghamber the monarct is lo, 1 
And quietness pillow his bead. . 


When his fetters at night have g0 press d — 
That the weight can no longer be born. 

If, while a half slumber his memory 3 
The wretch on his pallet should turn, 
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While the jail-mastiff howls at the dulſ clanking chain, 
From the roots of his hair there shall start 

A thousand sharp pun@ures of cold-oweating pain, 
And terror shall leap at his heart. 
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But now he half- raises his deep-sunken eye, 
And the motion unsettles a te 

The silence of sorrow it Seems to supply,. 
And asks of me why I am here. 
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« Would plant thee where yet thou might'st dlossont 
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« My care, if the arm ot the 
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Of five long winters ! and again I hear 

These waters, rolling from their mountain-iprings | 
With a weet inland murmur. Once again 85 
Do I behold these steep and Jofty _ 
Which on a wild secluded scene impress 
Thoughts of more deep seclusion ; 2 connect 
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Five years "oe passed; five -ummErs, with the length | 
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The landscape with the quiet of the dy. 
The day is come when Lagain repose 


Which, at bis SEASON, ith their. unripe 5 
Among the woods and copses lose themselves, 
Nor, with their green and simple hue, disturb 
The wild green landscape. Once again I see N 
These hedge-rows, hardly bedge- rows, little lines 
Of sportive wood run wild; thege pastoral farms. . 
Green to the very door; and wreathes of smoke 
Sent up, in silence, from among the trees, 25 
And the low copses—coming from the trees 
With some uncertain notice, as might seem, 1 
Of vagrant dwellers in the houseless woods, | 
Or of core hermit's cave, where by his fire 


Though absent long: 
These forms of beauty have not been to me, 
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As is a landscape to a blind man's eye: 


But oft, in lonely rooms, and mid the din 
Of towns and cities, 1 have owed to them, 
In hours of weariness, senzations.gweet, | - 


And passing even into my purer mind 

Of unremembered pleasure; such, perhaps, 
As may have had no trivial influence 
On that best portion of a good man's life; 


His little, nameless, unremembered acts 
Of kindness and of love. Nor less, I trust, 


To them I may have owed another gift, 
Of aspect more sublime; that blexed mood, 
In which the burthen of the mystery, 

in which the hear and the weary aht 
Is lighten d: that ene, ee 
. 
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| Vatil, the breath of this corporeal fame, . 


And even the -motion.efoar homan ood 
Almost suspended, we are laid asleep 
In body, and b 
[While with an eye made quiet by er. 

Of harmony, and the deep 1 1 
We see into 2 1 


I this 
Be but a vain belief, yet, oh | how oft, 
In darkness, and amid the many shapes 
Of joyless day-light; when the fretful stir 


Unprofitable, and the fever of the world, ö 
Have hung upon the beatings of my heart. 
How oft, in spitit, have I turned to then 
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ohn Wye! Thou wanderer through ese f 


. 
. 


And now, with gleams of half extinguiab d thought. 
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With many recognitions dim and 
The picture of the mind revives again: 
While here I stand, not only with the sense 


For future years. And so I dare to hope 
Though changed, no doubt, from what I was, when 
I bounded o'er the mountains, by the sides 
Of the deep rivers, and the lonely streams, 
Wherever nature led;; more like a man” Cha: 

Who sought the thing he loved. For nature then 
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(The coarser pleasures of my boyish days, ö 
And their glad animal movements all gone by, 
To me was all in all —I cannot paint 
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Haunted me like a passion: 
The mountain, and the deep and gloomy wood; 


2 a feeling and a love, 
That had no need of a remoter charm, 


By thought supplied, or any interest 


Unborrowed from the eye. — That time is 


2 
And all its aching enn, 
And all its dizzy raptures. Not for this 
Faint I, nor mourn nor murmur: emen e. 
Have followed, for such loss, I would 
Abundant recompence. For I have 
To look on natute, not as in the hour 
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And what pereeive; well pleast to n 

The anchor of my pureſt thoughts, the nuree, 
The guide, the guardian of Lay r and sojł 
Of all wy moral nee 
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IF were not thus taught, ohould I the war. 


Suffer my genial spirits to decay 
For thou art with me, here, pln had 


Of this fair river; thou, my deareſt Friend, 


My dear, dear Friend, and in thy voice Leatch ' 
My former pleasures in the shooting lights - | 
Of thy wild e Ob! yet a little while 


May 1 bebold in i thee what I was once, al 5 


My dear, dear Sister! And this prayer I, 
— that UN ature neyer did betray + "i = M 


From joy to joy: for she can 80 inform 1 
With quietness and beauty, and so feed  ,/ / 
With lofty thoughts, that neither evil tongues, - I | 
Rash judgments, nor the sneers of selſi men, = 
Nor greetings Nm a ; 1 
Shall cer prevail againſt us, or U 2 
Our chearful faith that all which we bchold 9 | 
Is full of bleſſings. Therefore let the moon "4 }| 
Shine on thee in thy solitary walk; | WI 
And let the misty mountain winds be free 
To blow against thee: and in after years, 
When these wild eestasies sball be matured 
Into a sober pleasure, when thy mind 
Shall be a mansion for all lovely forms, & Wi 
Thy memory be as a dwelling-place | _— i! 
80 1 17 i 
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Fer el ee ie wo banned on * 

If solitude, or fear, or pain, or grief, wn; 

Should be thy portion, with what beating ein 

Of tender joy wilt thou remember me, | 

And these my exhortations! Nor, perchance, 

If I chould be, where I no more can hear 

Thy voice, nor catch from thy wild eyes these 1821 
Of paſt exiſtence, wilt thou then forget 

That on the banks of this delightful stream 

We stood together; and that I, ko long 

A worshipper of Nature, hither came, 

Unwearied in that service: rather ay c 

With warmer love, oh! with far deeper zeal 5 

Of holier love. Nor wilt thou then forget. 

That after many Wanderings, many years 

Of absence, these steep woods and lofty cliffs, 

And this green pastoral landscape, were to me 

Mare , both for themselves, and for thy V wake, | 
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